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GENTLE SHEPHERD. 



SCOTS PASTORAL COMEDY, 



AS WRITTEN BY 



ALLAN RAMSAY. 



TO WHICH 13 ADDED, 



A COMPLETE GLOSS A RK 



The Gentle Shepherd sate beside a spring* 
All in the shadow of a bushy brier, 

That Colin night, which wellcou'd pipe and sine* 
Far he of Tityrus his songs did lere. 
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TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 

SUSANNA, 

COUNTESS OP EGLINTON. 



MADAM, 

A HE love of approbation, and a desire to please 
the best, have ever encouraged the Poets to finish 
their designs with cheerfulness. But conscious of 
their own inability, to oppose a storm of spleen and 
haughty ill nature, it is generally an ingenious 
custom amongst them to choose some honourable 
shade. 

Wherefore I beg leave to put my Pastoral under 
your Ladyship** proteSlion. If my Patroness says, 
The Shepherds speak as they ought, and that there 
are several natural flowers that beautify the rural 
%vild; I shall have good reason to think myself safe 
from the aukward censure of some pretending judges, 
that condemn before examination. 

v / am sure of vast numbers that will crowd into 
your Ladyship'* opinion, and think it their honour 
to agree in their sentiments with the Countess of Eg- 
L I NT ON, whose penetration, superior wit, and sound 
judgement, shine with uncommon lustre, while ac- 
companied with the diviner charms of goodness and 
equality of mind* 
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If it were not for offending only jour Ladyship, 
here, Madam, / might give the fullest liberty to my 
muse to delineate the finest of women, by drawing 
your Ladyship'.* charaBer, and be in no hazard of 
being deemed a flatterer: since flattery lies not in 
paying what is due to merit, but in praises misplaced* 

Were I to begin with your Ladyship** honourable 
birth and alliance, the field is ample, and presents us 
with numberless great and good patriots, that hav$ 
dignified the names o/*Ken NED Y and MONTGOMERY: 
Be that the care of the herald and the historian. It is 
personal merit, and the heavenly sweetness of the 
fair, that inspire the tuneful lays. Here every Lesbia 
must be excepted, whose tongues give liberty to the 
slaves, which their eyes had made cdp lives. Such 
may be flattered; but your Ladyship justly claims our 
admiration and profoundest respect ; for, whilst you 
are possessed of every outward charm, in the most per- 
fect degree, the never-fading beauties of wisdom and 
piety, which adorn your Ladyship'* mind, command 
devotion. 

jilt this is very true, cries one of better sense than 
good-nature. But what occasion have you to tell us 
the sun shines, when we have the use of our eyes, 
and feel his influence ? Very true, but I have the li- 
berty to use the poet's privilege, which is, To speak 
what every body thinks* Indeed, there might be some 
truth in the reflection, if the Idalian registers were of 
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as hort duration as life : But the Bard who fondly 
hopes immortality, has a certain praise worthy plea* 
sure in communicating to posterity the fame of dis- 
tinguished characters. I write this last sentence 
with a hand that trembles between hope and fear:— - 
But if I shall prove so happy as to please your Lady- 
ship in the following attempt, then all my doubts 
t/tall evanish like a morning vapour ; I shall hope 
o be classed with Tasso and Guarini ; and sing with 

Ovid, 

If *t is allow'd to poets to divine, 
One half of round eternity is mine. 

Madam, 
Your Ladyship's 

most obedient, and 

most devoted servant, 

ALLAN RAMSAY. 
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TO THE 

COUNTESS OF EG LIN TON, 

WITH THE FOLLOWING PASTORAL. 



Accept, OEglinton! the rural lays. 
That, bound to thee, thy poet humbly pays: 
The muse, that oft has rais'd her tuneful strains, 
A frequent guest on Scotia's blissful plains; 
That oft has sung, her list'ning youth to move, 
The charms of beauty, and the force of love ; 
Once more resumes the still successful lay, 
Delighted through the verdant meads to stray. 
O ! come, invok'd and pleas'd, with her repair, 
To breathe the halmy sweets of purer air, 
In the cool evening negligently laid, 
Or near the stream, or in the rural shades 
Propitious hear, and as thou hear'st, approve, 
The Gentle Shepherd's fender tale of love. 

Instructed from these scenes, what glowing fires 
Inflame the breast that real love inspires ! 
The fair shall read of ardors, sighs, and tears, 
All that a lover hopes, and all he fears, 
Hence too, what passions in his bosom rise I 
What dawning gladness sparkles in his eyes ! 
When first the fair one, piteous of his fate, 
KilPd of her scorn, and vanquish'd of her hate. 
With willing mind, is bounteous to relent, 
And blushing, beauteous, smiles the kind consent! 
Love's passion here in each extreme is shown, 
In Charlot's smile, or in Maria's frown. 

With words like these, that fail'd not to engage, 
Love courted beauty in a golden age; 
Pure and untaught, such natu.e first inspir'd, 
Ere yet the fair affected phrase desir'd 
His secret thoughts were undisguis'd with art, 
His words ne'er knew to differ From his heart. 
He speaks his loves so artless and sincere, 
As thy Eliza might be pleas'd to hear. 
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Heaven only to the rural state bestows 
Conquest o'er life, and freedom from its woes; 
Secure alike from envy and from care; 
Nor rais'd by hope, nor yet depress'd by fear: 
Nor want's lean hand its happiness constrains, 
Nor riches torture with ill-gotten gains. 
No secret guilt its stedfast peace destroys, 
Nor Wild ambition interrupts its joys. 
Blest still to spend the hours that heaven has lent, 
In humble goodness, and in calm content. 
Serenely gentle, as the thoughts that roll, 
Sinless and pure, in fair Humeia's soul. 

But now the rural state these joys has lost; 
Even swains no more that innocence can boast. 
Love speaks no more what beauty may believe, 
Prone to betray, and practis'd to deceive. 

Now Hafpiness forsakes her blest retreat, 
The peaceful dwelling where she fix'd her seat; 
The pleasing fields she wont of old to grace, 
Companion to an upright sober race ; 
"When on the sunny hill or verdant plain, 
Free and familiar with the sons of men, 
To crown the pleasures of the blameless feast, 
She, uninvited, came a welcome guest. 
Ere yet an age, grown rich in impious arts, 
Brib d from their innocence incautious hearts: 
Then grudging hate and sinful pride succeed, 
Cruel revenge, and false unrighteous deed; 
Then dow'rless beauty lost the power to move; 
The rust of lucre stain'd the gold of love. 
Bounteous no more, and hospitably good, 
The genial hearth first blush'd with strangers blood: 
The friend no more upon the friend relies. 
And semblant falsehood puts on truth's disguise. 
The peaceful household nll'd with dire alarms, 
The ravish'd virgin mourns her slighted charms: 
The voice of impious mirth is heard around ; 
In guilt they feast, in guilt the bowl is crown'd: 
Unpunish'd violence lords it o'er the plains, 
And happiness forsakes the guilty swains. 

Oh happiness! from human search retir'd* 
Where art thou td be found, by all desir'd; 



Vlll TO THE COUNTESS OP EGLINTOK. 

SSS5S5SS535SSS»SS5iSiS5!55MSi3SSSS3S 



Nun sober and devout! why art thou fled, 

To hide in shades thy meek contented head? 

Virgin of aspect mild! ah, why unkind, 

Fly'st thou, displeas'd, the commerce of mankind? 

O! teach Qur steps to find the secret cell, 

"Where, with thy sire Content, thou lov'st to dwell* 

Or say, dost thou a duteous handmaid wait, 

Familiar at the chambers of the great ? 

Dost thou pursue the voice of them that call 

To noisy revel, and to midnight ball? 

Or the full banquet when we feast our soul, 

Dost thou inspire the mirth or mix the bowl ? 

Or, with the industrious planter, dost thou talk, 

Conversing freely in an evening walk? 

Say, does the miser e'er thy face behold, 

Watchful and studious of the treasur'd gold? 

Seeks Knowledge, not in vain, thy much lov'd power, 

Still musing silent at the morning hour ? 

May we thy presence hope in war's alarms, 

In Stair's wisdom, or in Erskine's charms? 

In vain our flatt'ring hopes our steps beguile, 
The flying good eludes the searcher's toil : 
In vain we seek the city or the cell, 
Alone with virtue knows the Power to dwell. 
Nor need mankind despair these joys to know, 
The gift themselves may on themselves bestow. 
Soon, soon we might the precious blessing boast; 
But many passions must the blessing cost; 
Infernal malice, inly pining hate, 
And envy, grieving at another's state. 
Revenge no more must in our hearts remain, 
Or burning lust, or avarice of gain. 
When these are in the human bosom nurst, 
Can peace reside in dwellings so accurst? 
Unlike, O, Eglinton! thy happy breast, 
Calm and serene, enjoys the heavenly guest; 
From he tumultuous rule of passion freed, 
pure in thy thought, and spotless in thy deed. 
In virtues rich, in goodness unconfin'd, 
Thou shin'st a fair example to thy kind ; 
Sincere and equal to thy neighbour's name, 
How swift to praise, how guiltless to defame \ 
J3oId in thy presence basbfulness appears, 
And backward pent loses all its fears^ 
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Supremely blest by heaven, heaven's richest grace 
Confest is thine, an early blooming race, 
Whose pleasing smiles shall guardian wisdom arm, 
Divine ins ruction! taughi of thee to charm. 
What transports shall they to thy soul impart 
(The conscious transports of a parent's heart) 
When thou behold'st them of each grace possest, 
And sighing youths imploring to be blest! 
After thy image form'd, with charms like thine, 
Or in the visit, or the dance to shine. 
Thrice happy! who succeed their mother's praise, 
The lovely Eglintons of other days. 

Mean while pursue the following tender scenes, 
And listen to thy native poet's strains; 
In ancient garb the home-bred muse appears, 
The garb our muses wore in former years; 
As in a glass reflected, here behold 
How smiling goodness look'd in days of old. 
Nor blush to read where beauty's praise is shown, 
Or virtuous love, the likeness of thy own ; 
While midst the various gifts that gracious heaven, 
To thee, in whom it is well pleas'd, has given, 
Let this, O Eglinton ! delight the most, 
T* enjoy that innocence the world has lost. 

jr. h. 
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INSCRIBED TO 



JO SI AH BURCHET, ESQ. 

SECRETARY OF THE ADMIRALTY. 



The nipping frosts and driving ana 
Are o'er the hills and far awa; 
Bauld Bcnas sleeps, the Zephyrs blaw, 
N * And ilka thing 

Sae dainty, youthfu, gay and bra, 

Invites to sing. 

Then let's begin by creek of day; 
Kind muse, skiff to t|ie bent away, 
To try anes mair the landart lay, 

With a' thy speed, 
Since Burchet awns that thou can play 

Upon the reed. 

Anes, anes again, beneath some tree, 
Exert thy skill and nat'ral glee, 
Tq him wha has sae courteously 

To weaker sight/* 
Set these rude sonnets, sung by me, 

In truest light, 

In truest light may a' that's fine 
In his fair character still shine; 
Sma' need he has of sangs like mine, 

To beet his name: 
For frae the North to Southern line, 

W ide gangs his fame, 

His fame, which ever shall abide, 
While hist'ries tell of tyrants pride, 



* toying done mc the honour of turning some of 107 Pastoral poems into 
English* justly and elegantly. 



INSCRIBED TO JOSIAH BURCHET, ESQ. XJ 



ia vainly strave upon the tide 

T' invade these lands* 
ieie Britain's royal fleet doth ride, 

Which still commands* 

ese doughty actions fra his pen,* 
r age, and these to come, shall ken, 
,v stubborn navies did contend 

Upon the waves, 
iv free-bom Britons faught like men, 

'their faes like slaves. 

far inscribing, sir, to you, 
is country sang, my fancy flew, 
?n your j ust merit to pursue ; 

3 utah! I fear, 
giving praises that are due, 

I grate your ear. 

t tent a poet's zealous prayer; 
y powers aboon with kinuly care, 
nt you a lang and muckle skair 

Of a that 's good* 
1 unto langest life and mair 

You've healthfu' stood* 

y never care your blessings sour, 

1 may the muses ilka hour 

>rove your mind, and haunt your bow'r, 

I'm but acallan; 
: may I please, while I 'm your 

Devoted Allan. 



• His valuable Naval History. 



Dramatic T^nsomu 



MEN. 

Sir William Worthy. 

Patie, the Gentle Shepherd, in love with Peggy. 
Roger, a rich young Shepherd, in love with Jenny. 
Symon and Glaud, two old Shepherds, Tenants to Sis 

William. 
Bauldy, a Hind, engaged with Neps. 

WOMEN. 

Peggy, thought to be Glaud's Niece, 

Jenny, Gland's only Daughter. 

Mause, an Old Woman, supposed to be a Witch, 

Elspa, Symon's Wife. 

Madge, Glaud's Sister. 

.Scene, a Shepherd** Village and Fields some few Miles frotik 

Edinburgh. 



Time of action, within Twenty Hours. 

First Act begins at Eight in the Morning. 
Second Act begins at Eleven in the Forenoon* 
Third Act begins at Four in the Afternoon. 
Fourth Act begins at Nine o'Clock at Night. 
Fifth Act begins by Day light next Morning. 




THE 

GENTLE SHEPHERD. 

ACT 1. SCENE I. 

SBSSBSSSBSSSSS5SS5SSSSSS5S^S 
PROLOGUE. 

Beneath the south side of a craigy bield, 
Where crystal springs their halesome waters yield, 
Twa youthfu' shepherds on the gowans lay, 
Tenting their flocks ae bonny morn of May. 
Poor Roger granes, 'till hollow echoes ring; 
But blyther Patie likes to laugh and sing. 



Patie and Roger. 

SANG I. Tune, The waking of the Faulds. 

Patie. 

]}i1T Peggy is a young thing, 

Just entered in her teens, 
fair as the day, and sweet as May 9 
. Fair as the day, and always gay, 
My Peggy is a young thing, 
And 1 *m not very auld, 
Yet iveel I like to meet her at 
The waking of the f auld. 
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My Peggy speaks sa sweetly, 
Whenever we meet alane 
1 wish nae mair to lay my care, 
I wish nae mair of a that % s rare. 
My Peggy speaks sa sweetly, 
To a* the lave I "m cauld j 
But she gars a my spirits glow, 
At waking of the fauld. 

My Peggy smiles sae kindly, 

Whenever I whisper love, 

That I look down on a* the town, 

That 1 'look down upon a crown. 

My Peggy smiles sae kindly, 

It makes me hlyth and bauld, 
And nathing gVes me sic delight 
As waking of the fauld. 

My Peggy sings sae softly, 
When on my pipe I play j 
By a* the rest it is confest, 
By a? the rest, that she sings best, 
My Peggy sings sae softly, 

And in her songs are told, 
With innocence, the wale of sense, 
At waking oj the fauld. 

This sunny morning, Roger, cheers my blood, 
And puts a' nature in a jovial mood. 
How hartsome is't to see the rising plants, 
To hear the birds chirm o'er their pleasing rants 
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How halesome is 't to snuff the cawler air, 
And a* the sweets it bears, when void of care ! 
What ails thee, Roger, then ? what gars thee grane ? 
Tell me the cause o* thy ill- seasoned pain. 

Roger. I 'm born, O Patie, to a thrawart fate ! 
I *m born to strive with hardships sad and great, 
Tempests may cease to jaw the rowan flood, 
Corbies and tods to grien for lambkins blood : 
But I, opprest wi' never ending grief, 
Maun ay despair of lighting on relief. 

Patie. The bees shall lothe the flow'r, and quit the 
hive, 
The saughs on boggie ground shall cease to thrive, 
Ere scornfu* queans, or loss of warldly gear, 
Shall spill my rest, or ever force a tear. 

Roger. Sae might I say ; but it 's no easy done 
By ane whase saul's sae sadly out of tune. 
You ha'e sae saft a voice, and slid a tongue, 
You are the darling of baith auld and young. 
If I but ettle at a sang, or speak, 
They dit their lags syne up their leglens cleekj 
And jeer me hameward frae the loan or bught, 
While I 'm confus'd wi' mony a vexing thought. 
Yet I am tall, and as well built as thee, 
Nor mair unlikely to a lass's eye. 
For ilka, sheep ye ha'e, I'll number ten, 
And should, as ane may think, come farer ben, 

Patie. But ablins, nibour, ye ha'e not a heart, 
And downa eithly wi' your cunzie part : 
If that be true what signifies your gear ? 
A miocJ that '$ scrimpit never wants some cart* 
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Roger. My byar tumbled, nine bra* nowt wer« 
smoor'd, 
Three elf-shot were; yet I these ills endur'd : 
In winter last my cares were very sma', 
Though scores of wathers perish in the sna\ 

Patie. Were your bien rooms as thinly stocked as 
mine 
Less ye wad loss, and less ye wad repine. 
He that has just enough can soundly sleep ; 
The o'ercome only fashes fouk to keep. 

Roger. May plenty flow upon thee for a cross, 
That thou may'st thole the pangs of mony a loss I 
O, may's t thou dote on some fair paughty wench, 
That ne'er will lout thy lowan drouth to quench ; 
'Till bris'd beneath the burthen thou cry dool, 
And own that ane may fret that is nae fool. 

Patie. Sax good fat lambs, I sauld them ilka clute 
At the West-port, and bought a winsome flute, 
Of plum-tree made, wi' iv'ry virls round, 
A dainty whistle, wi' a pleasant sound 3 
I'll be mair canty wi't, and ne'er cry dool, 
Than you wi' a' your cash, ye dowie fool. 

Roger. Na, Patie, na ! I 'm nae sic churlish beast* 
Some other thing lies heavier at my breast j 
I dream'd a dreary dream this hinder night, 
That gars my flesh a' creep yet wi' the fright. 

Patie. Now, to a friend, how silly's this pretence 
To ane wha you and a' your secrets kens! 
Daft are your dreams, as daftly ye wad hide 
Your weel-seen love, and dorty Jenny's pride : 
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Tak courage, Roger, me your sorrows tell, 
And safely think nane kens them but yoursel. 

Roger. Indeed now, Patie, ye ha'e guess'd o'er true, 
And there is nathing I *11 keep up frae you: 
Me dorty Jenny looks upon a-squint $ 
To speak but till her, I dare hardly mint. 
In ilka place she jeers me air and late. 
And gars me look bombaz'd and unco blate. 
But yesterday I met her 'yont a know, 
She fled as frae a shelly-coated kow. 
She Bauldy lo'es, Bauldy that drives the car ; 
But geeks at me, and says I smell of tar. 

Patie, But Bauldy lo'es na her, right weel I watc 
He sighs for Neps :— sae that may stand for that. 

Roger* I wish I cou'd na lo'e her— but in vain^ 
I still maun doat, and thole her proud disdain* 
My Bawty is a cur I dearly like 5 
E'en while he fawn'd, she strake the poor dumb tyke I 
If I had fill a nook within her breast, 
She wad ha'e sbawn mair kindness to my beast. 
When I begin to tune my stock and horn, 
Wi* a* her face she shaw a cauldrife scorn. 
Last night I play'd (ye never heard sic spite) 
O'er Bogie was the spring, and her delyte ; 
Yet tauntingly she at her cousin speer'd, 
Giff she could tell what tune I play'd, and sneer'd— » 
Flocks, wander where ye like, I dinna care, 
I '11 break my reed, and never whistle mair. 

Patie. E'en do sa, Roger, wha can help misluck, 
Saebiens s£e be sic a tbrawn-gabbet chuck) 

C 
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Yonder' s a craig : since ye ha'e tint all houp, 
Gae till't your ways, and tak the lover's loup. 

Roger, I need na make sic speed my blood to spill, 
I'll warrant death come soon enough a-will. 

Patie, Daft gowk ! leave aff that silly whining way, 
Seem careless, there's my hand you'll win the day. 
Hear how I serv'd my lass I lo'e as weel 
As ye do Jenny, and wi' heart as leel. 
Last morning I was gay and early out, 
Upon a dyke I lean'd glowring about; 
I saw my Meg come linking o'er the lee ; 
I saw my Meg, but Peggy saw nae me ; 
For yet the sun was wading through the mist, 
And she was close upon me ere she wist. 
Her coats wer6 krltit, and did sweetly shaw 
Her staight bare legs, that whiter were than snaw ; 
Her cockernony snooded up fou sleek ? 
Her haffet locks hang waving on her cheek 5 
Her cheeks sae ruddy, and her een sae clear j 
And, O ! her mouth 's like ony hinny-pear. 
Neat, neat she was, in bustain waistcoat clean 5 
As she came skiffmg o'er the dewy green, 
Blythsonie, I cry'd, my bonny Meg come here, 
I ferly wherefore ye're sa soon asteer 5 
But I can guess, ye 're gawn to gather dew : 
She scour'd awa', and said— What 's that to you ? 
Then fare ye weel, Meg-dorts, and e'ens ye like, 
I careless cry'd, and lap in o'er the dyke. 
I trow, when that she saw, within a crack, 
She came wi* si right thicvcles* errand back| 
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jca'd me first — then bade me hound my dog 
wear up three waff ews strayed on the bog. 
ugh j and sae did she : then wi' great haste, 
asp'd my arms about her neck and waste j 
out her yielding waste, and took a fouth 
sweetest kisses frae her giowan mouth* 
lile hard and fast I held her in my grips, 
• very saul came louping to my lips. 
r, sair she flet wi* me 'tween ilka smack, 
t weel I kend she meant nae as she spake, 
ir Roger, when your jo puts on her gloom, 
ye sae too, and never fash your thumb, 
m to fprsak her, soon she '11 change her mood j 
e woo anither, and she '11 gang clean wood. 

SANG II. Tune, Fye gar rub her o'er wae strae. 

Dear Roger, if your Jenny geek, 

And answer kindly nvitb a slight, 
Seem unconcerned at her negleSi ; 

For e women in a man delight : 
But them despise who y re soon defate, 

And ivi* a simple face give <way 
To a repulse then be not blate, 

Push hauldly on, and win the day* 

When maidens innocently young, 
Say often nuhat they never mean ; 

Nfer mind their pretty lying tongue : 
But tent the language of their tens 
Cij 
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If these agree, and she persist 

To answer a* your hnje iv? bate, 
Seek elsewhere to be better blest, 
And let her sigh when V is too late, 

v 

Roger, Kind Patie, now fair fa* your honest heart, 
Ye 're ay sae cadgy, and ha'e sic an art 
To hearten ane : For now as cleen's a leek, 
Ye 've cherish'd me, since ye began to speak. 
Sae for your pains, I '11 mak ye a propine, 
(My mither, rest her saul ! she made it fine) 
A tartan plaid, spun of good hawslock woo% 
Scarlet and green the sets, the borders blue 5 
With spraings like gowd and siller, cross'd wi' black, 
I never had it yet upon my back. 
Weel are ye wordy o't, wha ha'e sae kind 
Red up my revel'd doubts, and clear'd my mind. 

Patie, Weel, haud ye there a nd since ye 've 

frankly made 
To me a present of your braw new plaid, 
My flute's be yours ; and she too that 's sae nice, 
Shall come a-will, gif ye '11 tak my advice. 

Roger, As ye advise, I'll promise to observ *t 5 
But ye maun keep the flute, you best deserv't. 
Now tak it out, and gie 's a bonny spring, 
For I'm in tift to hear you play and sing. 

Patie, But first we '11 tak a turn up to the height, 
And see gif a* our flocks be feeding right 5 
Be that time bannocks, and a shave o' cheese, 
Will mike a breakfast that a laird might please : 
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Might please the daintiest gabs, were they sae wist 
To season meat wi' health instead of spice. . 
When we ha'e tane the grace drink at this well, 
I '11 whistle fine, and fing t' ye like mysel. [Exeunt, 



^-r- 



SCENE II. 



PROLOGUE. 




A flowerie Howm between twa verdant braes, 
Where lasses use to wash and spread their claiths: 
A trotting burnie whimpling through the ground, 
Its channel pebbles, shining, smootn and round; 
Here viewtwa barefoot beauties clean and clear; 
First please your eye, next gratify your ear ; 
While Jenny what she wishes discommends, 
And Meg, wi' better sense, true love defends. 

Peggy and Jenny. 

fjto ;' y**ny» Come, Meg, let 's fa* to wark upon this green, 
J,- This shining day will bleach our linen clean $ 
'^The water clear, the lift unclouded blew, 
IfWill mak them like a lily wet wi' dew. 

Peggy. Gae farer up the burn to Habbie's How, 
Where a' the sweets of spring and simmer grow $ 
between twa birks, out o'er a little lin, 
The water fa's and makes a singand din j 
A pool breast-deep, beneath as clear as glass, 
Kisses, wi* easy whirles, the bordering grass* 
We '11, end our washing, while the morning's cool, 
And when the day grows hot, we Ml to the pool, 
There wash oursells— *t is healthfu' now in, May, 
A^d sweetly caukr on sae warm a day. 
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Jenny. Daft lassie, when we Ye naked, what *11 ye say, 
Gif our twa herds come brattling down the brae, 
And see us sae ? that jeering fallow Pate, 
Wad taunting say, Haith lasses ye 're no blate. 

Peggy '• We *re far frae ony road, and out o* sight j 
The lads they 're feeding far beyont the height : 
But tell me now, dear Jenny, (we 're our lane,) 
What gars ye plague your wooer wi' disdain ? 
The nibours a' tent this as well as I : 
That Roger lo'es ye, yet ye care na by. 
What ails ye at him ? Troth, between us twa, 
He 's wordy you the best day e'er ye saw. 

Jenny. I dinna like him, Peggy, there *s an end, 
A herd mair sheepish yet I never kend. 
He kames his hair indeed, and gaes right snug, 
Wi' ribbon -knots at his blew bonnet lug j 
Whilk pensylie he wears a thought a-jee, 
And spreads his garters dic'd beneath his knee 3 
He faulds his overlay down his breast wi' care, 
And few gangs trigger to the kirk or fair : 
For a' that, he can neither sing nor say j 
Except, H(raj <Vye /'—or, Thtre '/ a bonny day. 

Peggy* Ye dash the lad wi' constant slighting pride; 
Hatred for love is unco sair to bide » 
But ye '11 repent ye, if bis love grow cauld, 
What like's a dorly maiden when she 's auld ? 
Like dawted wean, that tarrows at its meat, 
That for some feckless whim will orp and greet 3 
The lave laugh at it till the dinner's past, 
And syne the fool thing is oblig'd to fast, 
Or scsurt anither f $ leavings at the Vast, 
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SANG III. Tune, Polwart on the green. 

The dorty will repent, 
J f lover's heart grow could \ 
And nane her smiles twill tent, 
Soon as her face looks auld : 

The darwted bairn thus taks the pet, 
Nor eats though hunger crave 5 

Whimpers and farrows at it's meat, 
And V laugbt at by the lave* 

They jest it till the dinner's past, 

Thus by itself abused, 
The fool thing is obliged to fast, 

Or eat what they've refused* 

Fy 1 Jenny, think, and dinna sit your time. 

Jenny* I never thought a single life a crime. 

Peggy. Nor I B ut love in whispers lets us ken, 
That .men were made for us, and we for men. 

Jenny. If Roger is my jo, he kens himsel; 
For sic a tale I never heard him tell. 
He glowrs and sighs, and I can guess the cause 5 
But wha 's obliged to spell his hums and haws ? 
Whene'er he likes to tell his mind mair plain, 
I 'se tell him frankly ne'er to do *t again. 
They 're fools that slav'ry like, and may be free : 
|j The chiels may a* knit up themselves for me. 
j Peggy • Be doing your wa's $ for me I have a mind 
To be as yielding as my Pa tie's kind. 
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Jenny. Heh, lass ! how can you looe that rattle-sku 
A very deel that ay maun ha" e his will. 
We '11 soon hear tell what a poor fighting life 
You twa will lead, sae scon's ye 're man and wife. 

SANG IV. Tune, O, dear mother, what shall I do. 

O, dear Peggy, lo<ve "s beguiling, 
We ought not to trust its smiling : 
Better far to do as I do, 
Lest a harder luck betide you. 

Lasses when their fancy's carry* d> 
Think of nought but to be marry* di 
Running to a life destroys 
Hart so me, free, and youthfiT joys. 

Peggy. I '11 rin the risk, nor ha'e I ony fear, 
But rather think ilk langsome day a year, 
*Till I wi' pleasure mount my bridal bed, 
Where on my Patie's breast I '11 lean tny head. 
There we may kiss as lang as kissing's good, 
And what we do, there 's nane dare ca' it rude* 
He's get his will : why no ; 'tis good my part 
To gi'e him that, and he '11 gi'e me his heart. 

Jenny. He may indeed for ten or fifteen days 

Mak mickle o' ye wi' an unco fraise, 

And daut ye baith afore fowk, and your lane§ 

But soon as his newfangleness is gane, 

He *11 look upon you as his tether-stake, 

And think he 's tint his freedom for your sake. 

.Instead then of lang days of sweet delyte, 

'Ae day be dumb, and a' the niest he *11 flytej M 

I 
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And may be, in his barlikhoods ne'er stick 
To lend his loving wife a lounderinglick. 

Peggy, Sic coarse-spun thoughts as thae want pith 
to move 
My settled mind ; I *m o'er far gane in love, 
Patie to me is dearer than my breath, 
But want of him I dread nae other skaith. 
There's nane of a' the herds that tread the green 
Has sic a smile, or sic twa glancing een*. 
And then he speaks wi' sic a taking art, 
His words they thirle like music through my heart. 
How blythely can he- sport, and gently rave, 
And jest at feckless fears that fright the lave ! 
Ilk day that he 's alane upon the hill, 
He reads fell books, that teach him meikle skill* 
He is b ut what need I say that or this ? 
I 'd spend a month to tell you what he is I 
In a' he says or does, there 's sic a gate, 
The rest seem coofs compar'd wi' my dear Pate, 
His better sense will lang his love secure ; 
Ill-nature heffs in sauls that *s weak and poor. 

Jenny. Hey bonny lass of Branksome! or'tbelang* 
Your witty Pate will put y ou in a sang. 
O, 'tis a pleasant thing to be a bride : 
Syne whinging gets about your ingle side, 
Yelping for this or that with fashious din : 
To mak them brats, then ye maun toil and spin. 
Ae wean fa's sick, ane scalds itsel wi' broe, 
Ane breaks his shin* anither tines his shoe. 
The deil gaes o'er Jock Webster 5 hame grows hell ; 
When Pate miscaws ye war than tongue caa tft\\% 
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SANG V. Tune, How can I be sad on my, &c. 

How shall I be sad when a husband I hae, 
That has better sense than any oftbae 
Sour, weak silly fallows, that study like fools. 
To sink their ainjoy, and make their wives snoots* 
The man who is prudent ne"er lightlies his wife, 
Or w? dull reproaches encourages strife, 
He praises her virtues, and ne^er will abuse 
Her for a small failing, but find an excuse* 

Yes, 't is a heartsome thing to be a wife, 
When round the ingle-edge young sprouts are rife, 
Gif I 'm sae happy, I shall have delight 
To hear their little plaints, and keep them right. 
Wow, Jenny ! can there greater pleasure be, 
Then see sic wee tots toolying at your knee 5 
When a' they ettle at — their greatest wish, 
Is to be made of, and obtain a kiss ? 
Can there be toil in tenting day and night 
The like o' them, when love makes care delight ? 
Jenny. But poortith, Peggy, is the warst of a*, 
Gif o'er your heads ill chance should begg'ry draw 5 
But little love or canty chear can come, 
Frae duddy doublets, and a pantry toom j 

Your nowt may die the spate may bear away 

Frae affthe howmsyour dainty rucks of hay — ■ — 
The thick blawn wreaths of snaw, or blashy thows. 
May smoor your wathers, and may rot your ews. 
A dyvour buys your butter, woo and cheese, 
But on the day ot payment, breaks and flees. 
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Wi' glooman brow the laird seeks in his rent j 
Tis not to gie, your merchant's to the bent : 
His honour manna want, he poinds your gear 5 
Syne driven fra house and hald, where will ye steer f 
Dear Meg be wise, and lead a single life : 
ls t I Troth, 't is nae mows to be a married wife. 
Peggy. May sic ill-luck befa' that silly she 
Wha has sic fears, for that was never me. 
Let fowk bode weel, and strive to do their best : 
Nae mair 's required ; let Heaven make out the rest* 
I've heard my honest uncle aften say, 
That lads should a' for wives that '8 virtuous pray : 
For the maast thrifty man could never get 
A weel stor'd room, unless his wife wad let 5 
Wherefore nocht shall be wanting on my part, 
To gather wealth to raise my shepherd's heart. 
Whate'er he wins, I '11 guide wi' canny care, 
And win the vogue at market, trone or fair, 
For halesome, clean, cheap, and sufficient ware. 
A flock o' lambs, cheese, butter, and some woo ; 
Shall first be said to pay the laird his due. 
f Syne a' behinds our ain — thus without fear, 
1 Wi* love and rowth we through the warld will steer j 
And when my Pate in bairns and gear grows rife, 
He'll bless the day he gat me for a wife. 

Jenny. But what if some young giglet on the green, 
Wi' dimpled cheeks, and twa bewitching een, 
Shou'd gar your Patie think his ha'f worn Meg, 
And her kend kisses hardly worth a feg ? 

Peggy. Nae mair of that — Dear Jenny to be free, 
There V some men constanter in love than vrt ^ 
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ttfor is the ferly great, when nature kind 
has blest them wi' solidity of mind, 
They'll reason calmly, and wi' kindness smile, 
^Vhen our short passions wad our peace beguile ; 
Sae, whensoever they slight their maiks at hame, 
'Tis ten to ane their wives are maist to blame* 
Then I '11 employ wi' pleasure a* my art, 
To keep him chearfu' and secure his heart. 
At e'en when he comes weaiy frae the hill, 
I '11 ha'e a* things made ready to his will 5 
In winter when he toils through wind and rain, 
A bleezing ingle, and a clean hearth stane 5 
And soon as he flings by his plaid and staff, 
The seething pot 's be ready to take aff; 
Clean haga-bag I '11 spread upon his board, 
And serve him wi' the best we can afford. 
Good humour and white bigonets shall be 
Guards to my face, to keep his love for me. 

Jenny. A dish of married love right won groi 
cauld, 
And dozens dow^ to nane, as fowk grow auld. 

Peggy. But we'll grow auld together and ne'er fii 
The loss of youth, when love grows on the mind. 
Bairns and their bairns make sure a firmer tye, 
Than aught in love the like of us can spy. 
See yon twa elms that grow up side by side j 
Suppose them some years syne bridegroom and brick 
Nearer and nearer ilka year they've prest, 
Till wide their spreading branches are increas't, 
And in their mixture^now are fully blestt 
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This shields the other frae the eastlen blasts 
That in return defends it frae the wast. 
Sic as stand single— (a state sae lik'd by you I) 
Beneath ilk storm fra every airth maun bow. 

Jenny. I *ve done— J yield, dear lassie, I maun 
yield ; 
Your better sense has fairly won the field, 
With the assistance of a little fae, 
Lies darrfd within my breast this mony a day* 

SANG VL Tune, Nancy *s tothe green wood gane* 

J yield, dear lassie, ye have won, 

And there is nae denying, 
That sure as light flows frae the sun* 

Frae lo e vep*oceeds complying $ 
For a s that *we can do or say,. 

"Gainst lo<ue, nae thinker heeds us t 
They ken our bosoms Iddge the foe, 

That by the heart-strings leads ut. 

Peggy. Alake ! poor prisoner ! Jenny that *s ho fait, 
That ye '11 no let the wee thing tak the air i 
Haste, let him out, we' 11 tent as weel *s we can, 
Giif he be Bauldy's, or poor Roger's man* 

Jenny. Anither time 's as good — 'for see the sun 
Is right far up, and we 're not yet begun 
To freath the graith— if canker' d Madge our aunt 
Come up the burn, she '11 gie's a wicked rant j 
But when we've done I '11 tell ye a* my mind $ 

For this seems true — nae lass can be unkind. [Exeunt* 

' ~— — — ' - •■ • — — "" i i 
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ACT It, SCENE I. 



PROLOGUE. 

A snug thack-house, before the door a green : 
Hens on the midding, ducks in dubs are seen. 
On this side stands a barn, on that a byre : 
A peet stack joins, and forms a rural square. 
The house is Glaud's — there you may see him lean, 
And to his divet seat invite his friend. 

Glaud and Symon. 

Glaud. 
Good morrow, nibour Symon— come, sit down, 
And gics your cracks — What *s a' the news in town ? 
They tell me ye was in the ither day, 
And said your crummock, and her bassen'd quey. 
I '11 warrant ye 've coft a pund o' cut and dry j 
Lug out your box, and gie 's a pipe to try. 

Symon, Wi' a* my heart ; and tent ms now, auld boy, 
I .'ve gathered news will kittle your mind wi' joy : 
I cou'dna rest till I came o'er the burn, 
To tell you things ha'e taken sic a turn ; 
Will gar our vile oppressors stand like fleas* 
And skulk in hidlings on the hether braes. 

Glaud. Fy, blaw! — Ah, Symiel rattling chiels ne'er 

stand 
To deck and spread the grossest lies afF-hand, 
Whilk soon flies round like will-fire, far and near : 
But louse your poke, be *t tiue or false le^'s hear. 
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Symon. Seeing 's believing, Glaud, and I ha*e seen 
Hab, that abroad has wi* our master been \ 
Our brave good master, wha right wisely fled, 
And left a fair estate to save his head : 
Because ye ken fou weel he bravely chose 
To shine, or set in glory wi' Montrose. 
Now Cromwell 's gane to Nick; and ane caM Monk, 
iias plaid the Rumple a right slee begunk 9 
Restored King Charles, and ilka thing's in tune j 
And Habby says, we '11 see Sir William soon, 

SANG VII. Tunc, Cauld Kail in Aberdeen. 

Cauld be the rebels' cast, 

Oppressors base and bloody, 
1 hope <we y ll see them at the last. 

Strung a? up in a ivoffdy. 
Blest be he of worth and sense, 

And ever high in station, 
That bra*vely stands in the defence 

Of conscience, king, and nation. 

Glaud. That makes meblyth indeed — but dinna flaw, 
Tell o'er your news again ! and swear til't a'. 
And saw ye Hab ! and what did Halberi say ? 
They have been e'en a dreary time away. 
Now God be thanked that our laird's come hame, 
And his estate, say, can he eithly claim ? 

Symon. They that hag-rid us till our guts did grane, 
Like greedy bears, dare nae mair do t again -, 
And good Sir William sail enjoy his ain. 

D i j 
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Glaud. And may he lang, for never did he stent 
Us in our thriving wi' a racket rent ; 
Nor grumbled if ane grew rich, or shor'd to raise 
Our mailens when we pat on Sunday's claiths. 

Symon. Nor wad he lang, with senseless saucy air, 
Allow our lyart noddles to be bare ; 

* Put on your bonnet, Symon — tak a seat— 

• How 's a' at hame ? How 's Elpsa ? How doet 

Kate ? 
« How sells black cattle ? — What gie's woo this year V 
And sic like kindly questions wad he speer. 

SANG VIII. Tune, Mucking of Geordyk byre. 

The laird <wbo in riches and honour 

Wad thrive, should be kindly andfree^ 
Nor rack his poor tenants *wha labour ', 

To rise aboon poverty : 
Else like the pack-horse that 's unfotherd 9 

And burdened <will tumble down faint $ 
Thus virtue by hardship is smothered, 

And rackers aft tine their rent. 

Glaud. Then wad he gar his butler bring bedeen 
The nappy bottle ben, and glasses clean, 
Whilk in our breast rais'd sic a blvthsome flame, 
As gar'd me mony a time gae dancing hame. 
My heart's e'en rais'dl — Dear nibour will ye stay, 
And take your dinner here wi' me the day ? 

We '11 send forlSlspa too and upo' sight, 

J '11 whistle Pate and Roger frae the night* 
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I '11 yoke my sled and send to the niest town* 
And bring a draught of ale baith stout and brown \ 
And gar our cottars a', man, wife, and wean, 
Drink till they tine the gate to stand their lane. 

Symon. I wadna bauk my friend his blyth design* 
Gii that it hadna first of a' been mine : 

or heer-yestreen I brew'd a bow o' maut, 
Yestreen I slew twa wathers prime and fat, 
A furlet o' good cakes my Elspa beuk, 
And a large ham hings reesting i* the nook* 
I saw, my sell, or I came o'er the loan, 
Our meikle pat that scads the whey put on, 

A mutton bouk to boil and ane we'll roast \ 

And on the baggies Elspa spares nae cost ; 

Sma* are they shorn ; and she can mix fou nice, 

The gusty ingans wi* a curn o' spice. 

Fat are the puddings— head and feet we Ml sung \ 

And we 've invited nibours auldand young, 

To pass this afternoon wi' glee and game, 

And drink our master's health and welcome hame. 

Ve maunna then refuse to join the rest, 

Since ye 're my nearest friend that I like best : 

Bring wi' you a' your family, and then, 

Whene'er you please, I '11 rant wi' you again. 

Qlaud. Spoke like ye'r sell, auldbirky, never fear 
But at your banquet I sail first appear : 
Faith, we shall bend the bicker, and look bauld, 
Till we forget that we are faiPd or auld. 
Auld, said I ! Troth, I 'm younger by a score, 
Wi' this good news, than what I was before, 

D iij 
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I'll dance or een I hey, Madge, come forth, d'ye hear ? 

Madge enters. 

Madge* The man's gane gyte!— Dear Symon, wel- 
come here: 
What wa'd ye, Glaud, wi' a' this haste and din ? 
Ye never let a body sit to spin. 

Glaud. Spin ! Snuff Gae brak your wheel, and 

burn your tow, • 

And set the meiklest peet-stack in a, low : 
Syne dance about the been- fire till ye dee, 
Since now again we'll soon Sir William see, 
Madge* Blyth news indeed !^— -And w-ha was't tald 

youo't? i 

Clau4, What's that to you?— Gae get ray Sunday's 
coat ; 
Wale out the whitest o' my.bobbit bands, 
My white skip hose, and mittans for my hands j 
Then frae their washing cry the bairns in haste, 
And mak ye'r sels as trig, head, feet and waste, 
As ye were a* to get young lads or een; 
For we 're gawn o'er to dine with Sym, bedeen. 
Symon, Do, honest Madge-r-^and, Glaud, I *11 o'er* 
the gate, 
Artd see that a' be done as I wad hae 't. [ExeunU 



*r- 
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SCENE ir. 



PROLOGUE. 

The open field. — A cottage in a glen, 

An auld wife spinning at the sunny end. 

At a small distance, By a blasted tree, 

With faulded arms, and ha'f-rais'd looks, ye see. 

Bauldy bis lane. 

Bauldy. What's this I 1 carina bear! *Tis war 

than hell, 
To be sae burnt wi' love, yet darna tell ! 
0> P e ggy> sweeter than the dawning day, 
Sweeter than gowany glens or new raawn hay : 
Blyther than lambs that frisk out o'er the knows, 

t 

Straighter than aught that in the forest grows 5 

Her een the clearest blob of dew outshines s 

The lily in her breast its beauty tines 5 

Her legs, her arms, her cheeks, her mouth, her eeii| 

Will be my dead, that will be shortly seen ! 

For Pate loes her ! — waes me ! and she loes Pate j 

And I with Neps, by some unlucky fate, 

Made a daft vow ! — O ! but ane be a beast, 

Thatmaks rash aiths, till he's afore the priest. 

1 darna speak my mind, else a' the three, 

But doubt, wad prove ilk ane my enemy. 

'Tis sair to thole — I '11 try some witchcraft art, 

To break wi' ane, and win the other's heart. 

Here Mausy lives 5 a witch, that for sma' price, 

Can cast her cantraips, and gi'e me advice \ 
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She can o'ercast the night, and cloud the moon, 
And make the deils obedient to her crime* 
At midnight hours o'er the kirk-yard she raves, 
And howks unchristen*d weans out o' their graves j 
Boil up their livers in a warlock's pow, 
Rins wither shins about the hemlock low ; 
And seven times does her prayers backward pray, 
Till Plotcock comes wi' lumps o' Lapland clay, 
Mixt wi" the venom o' black taids and snakes % 
Of this unsonsy pictures aft she makes 

Of ony ane she hates ; and gars expire 

Wi* slaw and racking pains afore a fire, 
Stuck fou of pins ; the devilish pictures melt \ 
The pain, by fowk they represent, is felt. 
And yonder 's Mause ; ay, ay, she kens fou weel, 
When ane like me conies r inning to the de'il. 
She and her cat sit beeking in her yard ; 
To speak my errand, faith amaist I *m fear'd : 
But I maun do't, though I should never thrive; 
They gallop fast that de'ils and lasses drive. 



SCENE III. 



PROLOGUE. 



A green kail yard; a little fount, 
Where water popland springs: 

There sits a wife with wrinkled front. 
And yet she spins and sings. 
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SANG IX. Tune, Carle an* the Xing comes, 

Mause. 

Peggy* nQtw tie king's come, 
Peggy, now the king's come, 
' *thou may dance, and I shall sing, 
Peggy, since the king's come, 
' Nae mair the hanukies shalt thou milk, 
But change thy plaidihg coat J or silk, 
And he a lady of that ilk, 

No*w, Peggy, since the king's come. 

Bauldy enters. 

Bauldy. How does auld honest lucky o* the glen I 
Ye look baith hale and fere at threescore ten. 

Mause. E'en twining out a thread wi" little din, 
And beeking my cauld limbs afore the sun. 
What brings my bairn this gate sae air at morn ? 
Is there nae muck to lead?— to thresh nae corn ? 
Bauldy. Enough o* baith — but something that re- 
quires 
Your helping hand, employs now a* my cares. 

Mause. My helping hand, alake ! what can I do, 
That underneath baith eild and poortith bow ? 

Bauldy. Ay, but you r re wise, and wiser far than we* 
Or raaist part o* the parish tells a lie. 

Mause, Of what kind wisdom think ye I 'm possest, 
That lifts my character aboon the rest ? 
Bauldy. The word that gangs, how ye 're sae wise 
and fell. 
Yell may be tak it ill gif I shou'd tell. 
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Mouse. What fouk say o' me, Bauldy, let me hear, 
Keep naething up, ye naething hae to fear. 

Bauldy. Weel, since ye bid me, I shall tell ye a* 
That ilka ane talks about you, but a flaw. 
When last the wind made Glaud a roofless barn ; 
When last the burn bore down my mither's yarn} 
When Brawny elf-shot never mair came hame 5 
When Tibby kirn'd and there nae butter came; 
When Bessy Freetock's chufty-cheeked wean 
To a fairy turn'd, and cou'dna stan* its lane $ 
When Watie wander'd ae night through the shaw, 
And tint himsell amaist amang the snaw $ 
When Mungo's mare stood still, and swat wi* fright, 
When he brought east the howdy under night j 
When Bawsy shot to dead upon the green j 
And Sara tint a snood was nae mair seen : 
You, Lucky, gat the wyte of a' fell out, 
And ilk ane here dreads ye a' round about ; 
And sae they may that mint to do ye skaith 5 
For me to wrang ye, I *ll be very laith : 
But when I niest mak grots, I *11 strive to please 
You wi' a furlet of them mixt with pease. 

Mause. I thank ye, lad — Now tell me your demand, 
And, if I can, I '11 lend my helping hand. 

Bauldy. Then I like Peggy — Neps is fond o' me— 
Peggy likes Pate — and Pate is bauld and slee, 
And loes sweet Meg. — But Neps I downa see- 
Could ye turn Patie's love to Neps, and then v 
Peggy's to me, I 'd be the happiest man. 

Mause. I '11 try my art to gar the bowls row right 5 
Sae gang your ways, and come again at night) 
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that time I '11 some simple things prepare, 

a* your pease and grots, tak ye nae care. 

y. Well, Manse, I'll come, gif I the road 

can find j 
e raise the devil, he '11 raise the wind ; 
n and thunder, may be, when 'tis late, 
ik the night sae mirk, I '11 tyne the gate. 
a' to rant in Symie's, at a feast, 
I ye come like Badrans, for a jest ; 
tre ye can our diff 'rent 'haviours spy : 
5 nane shall ken o't there but you and I. 
e. 'T is like I may — but let na on what's past 
you and me, else fear a kittle cast. 
y. If I ought o' your secrets e'er advance, 
u ride on me ilka night to France. [Exit, 

Mause her lane. 

luck, alake 1 when poverty and eild, 

out o* fashion, and a lanely bield, 

ma' cast o' wiles, should in a twitch, 

e the hatfu' name, A 'wrinkled witch. 

ol imagines, as do mony sic, 

m a wretch in compact wi' Auld Nick j 

i by education I was taught 

ik and aft aboon their common thought. 

;ross mistake shall quickly now appear, - 

rail they ken what brought, what keeps me 

here, 
sns but me ; and if the morn were come, • 

* 

them tales will gar them a' sing dum. [Exit. 
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SCENE IF. 



PROLOGUE, 

Behind a tree upon the plain, 

Pate and bis. Peggy meet ; 
In love without a vicious stain, 

The bonny lass and cheerftT swain 
Change vows and kisses sweet. 

* 

Patie and Peggie. 

Peggy. O, Patic, let me gang, I maunna stay j 
We're baith cry'd hame, and Jenny she 's away. 

Patie. I *ra laith to part sae soon. 5 now we 're alan 
And Roger he 's awa wT Jenny gane : 
They *re as content, for aught I hear or see, 
To be alane themselves, I judge, as we. 
Here, where primroses thickest paint the green, 
Hard by this little burnie let us lean. 
Hark how the lav'rocks chant^boon our heads ! 
How safit the westlin winds sough through the reed 

Peggy. The scented meadows, birds, and healtl 
breeze, 
For aught I ken, may mair than Peggy please. 

Patie. Ye wrang me sair, to doubt my being kind 
In speaking sae, ye ca' me dull and blind : 
Gif I could fancy ought sae sweet or fair 
As my dear Meg,, or worthy of my care. 
Thy breath is sweeter than the sweetest brier, 
Thy cheek and breast the finest flowers appear j 
Thy words excel the maist delightfu* notes, 
That warble through the merl or mavis' throats : 
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Wi' thee Itentnae flowers that busk the field, 
Or ripest berries that our mountains yield ; 
The sweetest fruits that hing upon the tree, 
Are far inferior to a kiss of thee. 

Peggy. But Patrick for some wicked end may fleech, 
And lambs should tremble when the foxes preach. 
I darna stay— ye, joker, let me gang, 
Another lass may gar ye change your sang ; 
Your thoughts may flit, and I may thole the wrang. 

Patie, Sooner a mother shall her fondness drap, 
And wrang the bairn sits smiling on her lap : 
The sun shall change, the moon to change shall cease,, 
The gaits to climb— the sheep to yield the fleece* 
Ere ought by me be either said or done, 
Shall do thee wrang, I swear by a' aboon. 

Afcgy- Then -keep your- aith. But mony lads: 

will swear, 
And be mansworn to twa in half a year. 
Now, I believe, ye like me wonder weel 5 
But if a fairer face your heart should steal. 
Your Meg, forsaken, bootless might relate, 
How she was dauted anes by faithless Pate. 

Patie. I *m sure I canna change, ye needna fenr; 
Though we 're but young, I ' ve lo'ed you mony a year, 
I mind it weel, when thou .cou'd&t hardly gang, 
Or lisp out words, I choos'd you frac the thrang 
Of a' the bairns, and led thee by the hand* 
Aft to the tansy-know or rashy-strand ; 
Thou smiling by my side — I took delite 
To pou the rashes g^reen, wl' roots sae white, 

E 
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Of which; as weel as my young fancy cou'd, 
For thee I plet a flow'ry belt and snood. 

Peggy, When first thou gade wi* shepherds to th« 
hill, 
And I to milk the ews first try'd my skill, 
To bear a leglen was nae toil to me, 
When at the bught at e'en I met wi* thee. 

Patie. When corns grew yellow, and the hether- 
bells, 
Bloom'd bonny on the moor and rising fells, 
Nae birns, or briers, or whins, ere troubled me, 
Gif I cou'd find blae berries ripe for thee. 

Peggy. When thou didst wrestle, run, or putt the stane, 
And wan the day my heart was flightering fain ; 
At a' thae sports thou still gave joy to me ; 
For nane can wrestle, run,' or putt with thee. 

Patie. Jenny sings saft the Broom ofCotvden kntrws % 
And Rosey lilts the Milking of the E<ws : 
There 's nane like Nancy, Jenny Nettles sings j 
At turns in Maggy Lanvder Marion dings : 
But when my Peggy sings wi' sweeter skill, 
The Boatman, or the Lass of Patters Mill, 
It is a thousand times mair sweet to me : 
Though they sing weel, they canna sing like thee. 

Peggy. How eith can lasses trow what they desire, 
And roos'd, by them we love, blows up the fire : 
But who loves best let time and carriage try 5 
Be constant, and my love shall time defy. 
Be still as now, and a' my caie shall be, 
How to contrive what pleasant is for thee* 
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SANG X. Tune, The Yellow hair'd Ladie* 

Peggy. 

When first my dear ladie gade to the green hilt, 
And I at ew milking first sejfd my young skill, 
To bear the milk bowie nae pain was to me, 
When I at the bougbting forgather* dwi y thee* 

Patie, 
When corn riggs wav'd yellow, and blue hether -belli 
Bloom* d bonny on moorland, and sweet rising fells, 
Nae birns, briers, or breckens<, ga<ve trouble to me, 
If I found the berries right ripened for thee. 

Peggy. 

When thou ran or wrestled, or putted the stone* 
And came affviclor, my heart was ay fain s 
Thy ilka sport manly, gave pleasure to me \ 
Tor none can putt, wrestle, or run swift as thee* 

Patie. 
Our Jenny sings saftly the Cowden-Broom-Knows, 
And Rosey lilts sweetly the Milking the Ews $ 
There *sfew Jenny Nettles like Nancy can sing, 
And Thro* the Wood Laddie, Bess gars our lugs ring* 
But when my dear Peggy sings wi* better, skill, 
The Boatman, Tweed-side, or the Lass of the Mill, 
*Tis mony times sweeter and pleasant to me $ 
For though they sing nicely, they can't sing like thee. 

Peggy. 
How easy can lasses trow what they desire I 
And praises sae kindly increases faufsfire 1 
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G'Ce me stilltbis. pleasure, my study shall be 
To make myself better and s-weeier for ibee. 

Patie. Wert thou a giglet gawKy like the lave, 
That little better than our nowt behave : 
At naught they'll ferly— senseless tales believe : 
Be blyth for silly heghts, for trifles grieve : 
Sic ne'er could win my heart, that kenna how 
Either to keep a prize, or yet prove true $ 
But thou in better sense, without a flaw, 
As in thy beauty far excels them a' 5 
Continue kind, and a' my care shall be. 
How to contrive what pleasing is for thee. 

Peggy. Agreed.— But hearken I yon's auld aunty's 
cry, 
I ken they'll wonder what can make us stay. 

Patie. And let them ferly. — Now, a kindly kiss, 
Or fivescore good anes wad na be amiss ; 
And syne we *11 sing the sang wi' tunefu' glee, 
That I made up last owk on you and me. 

Peggy. Sing first, syne claim your hire. » > 

Patie. ——Well, I agree. 

SANG XI. To its aine tune. 

Patie. 

By the delicious nuarmness of thy mouth, 
jind rowing eyes that smiling tell the truth, 
I guess, my lassie, that as well as 1, 
Xqu We tnadefor love, and why should you deny ? 
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Peggy, 
But ken ye, lad, gin we confess o'er soon, 
Te think us cheap, and syne the wooing s done 5 
Tbe maidens that o % er quickly tines her poitfr, 
Like unripe fruit, will taste but hard and sow' V. 

Patie. 

But gin they bing o"er lang upo 1 the tree, 

*their sweetness they may tine ; and sae may ye : 

Red-cheeked you completely ripe appear. 

And I ba<ve tbolctd and woo'd a lang baffyear. 

Peggy. [Falling into Patie's arms.] 
Tben dinna pu' me ; gently thus I fa? ^ 

Into my Patters arms, for good and a* s 
But stint your 'wishes to this kind embrace, 
And mint nae farther till we % <ve got tbe grace. 

Patie. [With his left hand about her waist.] 
charming armfu* ! hence, ye cares, away I 
1 7/ kiss my treasure a" tbe liiie lang- day j 
A* night 1 % ll dream my kisses o*er again, 
fill that day come that ye y ll be a? my ain. 

Both. 
Sun, gallop down tbe westlin skies, 
Gang soon to bed, and quickly rise j 
O, lash your steeds, post time away, 
And baste about our bridal day ! 
And if ye* re wearied, honest light, 
Sleep, gin ye like, a week that night. 

*" ' ■ ■ m il' ■ j" I ■■■■■■■ | y, 'T 

■r> •• • 



I 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 



PROLOGUE. 

Now turn your eyes beyond yon spreading lime, 
And tent a man Whose beard seems bleech'd Wi' time 
An el wand fills his hand, his habit mean, 
Nae doubt, ye'll think he has a pedlar been. 
But whisht ! it is the Knight in mascurad, 
That comes hid in this cloud to see his lad. 
Observe how pleas'd the royal sufferer moves, 
Thro' his aula av'news, ane^ de light i'u' groves. 

Sir William, solus. 
The gentleman thus hid in low disguise, 
I '11 for a space unknown delight mine eyes. 
With a full view of ev'ry fertile plain, 
Which I once lost, which now are mine again. 
Yet 'midst my joys some prospects pain renew, 
Whilst I my once fair seat in ruins view. 
Yonder, ah me ! it desolately stands 
Without a roof, the gates fallen from their bands 5 
The casements all broke down, no chimney left, 
The naked walls of tap'stry all bereft : 
My stables and pavilions, broken walls ! 
That with each rainy blast decaying falls : 
My gardens, once adorn *d the most complete, 
Wkh all that nature, all that art makes sweet ; * 
Where round the figur'd green, and pebble walks, 
The dewy flowers hung nodding on their stalks : 
But overgrown with nettles, docks, and brier, 
No jaccacinths nor eglintines appear. 
How do those ample walls to ruin yield, 
Where peach and ne&Yine branches found a bield 
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basket in rays, which early did produce 
i fair to view, delightful in the use ! 
ound in gaps the most in rubbish lie, 
from what stands the wither'd branches fly, 
»e soon shall be repair'd j — and now my joy 

ids all grief when I *m to see my boy, 

>nly prop, and objedt of my care, 
: Heaven too soon call'd home his mother fair ; 
, ere the rays of reason clear'd his thought, 
retly to faithful Symon brought j 
charged him strictly to conceal his birth, 
we should see what changing times brought forth, 
from himself, he starts up by the dawn, 
ranges careless o'er the heights and lawn, 
r his fleecy charge, serenely gay, 
1 other shepherds whistling o'er the day, 
ce happy life ! that's from ambition free, 
ov'd from crowns and courts, how cheerfully 
net, contented mortal spends his time 
earty health, his soul unstain'd with crime \ 

SANG XII. Tune, Happy Clown. 

Hid from himself, nonv by the dawn 
He starts as fresh as roses blown, 
4nd ranges o*er the heights and lawn, 
4fter his bleeding flocks. 

Healthful and innocently gay 
He chants and whistles out the day j 
Untaught to smile, and then betray^ 
Like courtly weather -cocks* 
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Life bapfy ) from ambition free, • 
Envy and vile hypocrisy, 
IV hen truth and love with joy agree, 
Unsullied with a crime \ 

Unmoved with what disturbs the great, 
In pr oping of their pride and state, 
He lives, and unafraid of fate, 
Contented spends bis time. 

Now towards good Symon's house I'll bend my wa 
And see what makes yon gamboling to-day j 
All on the green, in a fair wanton ring, 
My youthful tenants gaily dance and sing. 

[Exit Sir Willia 



■*-*■ 



SCENE II. 



PROLOGUE. 

'Tis Symon's house, please to step in, 

And vissy't round and round, 
There's nought superfluous to give pain^ 

Or costly to be found ; 
Yet all is clean: A clear peet ingle 

Glances amidst the floor ; 
The green horn spoons, beech luggies mingle 

On skelfs foregainst the door. 
While the young brood sport on the green. 

The auld anes think it best, 
Wi* the brown cow to clear their een, 

Snuff, crack, and tak their rest. 

Symon, Glaud, and Elspa. 

Claud. We anes were young oursells— I Jike to 
The bairns bob round wi' other merrily. 
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Troth, Symon, Patie's grown a strapan lad, 

And better looks than his I never bade ; 

Araang the lack he bear s the gree awa% 

And tells his tale the cleverest o* them a*. 
El$f>a. Poor man ! he 's a great comfort to us baith ; 

God mak him gode, and hide him ay frae skaith. 

lie is a bairn, I '11 say^t, well worth our care, 

That ga'e us ne'er vexation, late or air. 

Glaud. I trow, guidwife, if I be not mistane, 
He seems to be wi' Peggy's beauty tane$ 
And troth my niece is a right dainty wean, 
As ye weel ken : a bonnier needna be, 
Nor better, — be't she were nae kin to me. 

Symon. Ha! Glaud, Idoutthat ne'er will be a match, 
My Patie's wild, and will be ill to catch ; 
And or he were, for reasons I* 11 no tell, 
I'd rather be mixt wi* the mools my sell, 
Glaud. What reasons can ye have ? There 's nanc f 
I 'm sure, 
Unless that ye cast up that she *s but pcor: 
But gif the lassie marry to my mind, 
I '11 be to her as my ain Jenny kind. 
Fourscore of breeding ews of my ain birn, ' 
Five ky that at ae milking "fills a kirn, 
I'll gi'e to Peggy that day she *s a bride; 
By and atour, gif my good luck abide, 
Ten lambs at spaining-time, as lang's I live, 
And twa quey cawfs I il yearly to them give. 

Elspa. Ye ofter fair, kind Glaud : but dinna speer 
What may be is not fit ye yet should hear. 
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Symon. Or this day eight days, likely, he shall leai 
That our denial disna slight his bairn. 

Glaud. Weel, nae mair o't:— come gi'es the otl 
bend, 
We '11 drink their healths, whatever way it end. 

[Their healths gae row 

Symon. But will ye tell me, Glaud, by some 't is sa 
Your niece is but a fondling, that was laid 
Down at your hallon side, ae morn in May, 
Right clean row'd up, and bedded on dry hay. 

Glaud. That clatteran, Madge, my titty, tells sic flai 
Whene'er our Meg her cankart humour gaws. 

Jenny enters, 

Jenny. O, father ! there 's an auld man on the gro 
The fellest fortune-teller e'er was seen : 
He tents our ldofs, and syne whops out a book, 
Turns o'er the leaves, and gi'es our brows a look: 
Syne tells the oddest tales that e'er ye heard $ 
His head is grey, and lang and grey his beard. 

Symon. Gae bring him in j we '11 hear what he ( 
- say, 
Nane shall gang hungry by my house to day. [Exit]* 
But for his telling fortunes, troth, I fear, J 

He kens nae mair o' that than my grey mare* j 

Glaud. Spae-men ! the truth of a' their says Id 
or greater liars never ran thereout. J 
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Jenny returns, bringing in Sir William 5 tvitb them 

Patie. 

Symon. YeVe welcome, honest carle— here, tak a 

seat. 
Sir William. I give y<e thanks, good man, I 'se be no 

blate. 
Glaud. [Drinks.] Come, t' ye, friend.— How far 

came ye the day. 
Sir William. I pledge ye, nibour, e'en but little way: 
Rousted with eild, a wee piece gate seems lang, 
Twa miles or three 's the maist that I dow gang. 

Symon. Ye 're welcome here to stay a' night wi' me, 
And tak sic bed and board as we can gi'e. 

Sir WilHam. That 's kind unsought— Weel, gin ye 
ha'e a bairn 
That ye like weel, and wad his fortune learn, 
I shall employ the farthest of my skill 
To spae it faithfully, be *t good or ill. 

Symon. [Pointing to Patie.] Only that lad— alack ! I 
hae nae mae, 
Either to mak me joyfu' now or wae. 

Sir William. Young man, let's see your hand 

what gars ye sneer ? 
Patie. Because your skill's but little worth I fear. 
Sir William. Ye cut before the point— but, billy, bydej 
I '11 wager there 's a mouse mark on your side. 

Elspa. Beteech-us to ! and weel I wat that 's true j 
I Awa, awa ! the deel's o'er grit wi' you ; 
[ Pour inch aneath his oxter is the mark, 
' Scarce ever seen since he first wore a sark* 
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Sir William. I '11 tell ye mairj if this young lad be 
,spar*d. 
But a short while, he '11 be a btaw rich laird. 
Elspa. A laird!— Hear ye, goodraan — what think ye 

now? 
Symon. I din na ken. Strange auld man I • what art 
thou ? 
Fair fa' your heart, *t is good to bode of wealth j 
Come, turn the timmer to laird Patie's health. 

[Parie's* licaltk gaejt round* 
Patie. A laird of twa good whistles and a kent, 
Twa curs, my trusty tenants on the bent, 
Is a* my great estate — and like to be, 
Sae, cunning carle, ne'er pass your jokes on me. 
Symon. Whisht, Patie,; — let the man look o'er your 
hand, 
Aft-times as broken a ship has come to land. 

[Sir William looks a little a: Patie'i Ixand, then 
counterfeits falling into a trance, while they endea- 
vour to lay him right, 
Elspa. Preserve 's \ — the man's a warlock, or possest 
Wi' some nae good, or second sight, at least : 
Whar is he now ? 

Glaud. He's seeing a' that's done 

In. ilka place, beneath or yont the moon. 

Elspa. Thae second-sighted fowk(His peace be here!) 
See things far aff, and things to come, as clear 
As I can see my thumb— Wow!, can he tell 
(Speer at him, soon as he comes to himsell) 
How soon we '11 see Sir William ? — Whisht, he heaves, 
And speaks out broken words like ane that rayes. 
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"ymon. He '11 soon grow better— Elspa, baste ye, §3e< 
d fill him up a tass of usquebae. 

Sir William starts up and speaks* 

< A Knight that for a Lion fought, 
' Against a herd of % bears ', 

* Was to long toil and trouble brought ^ 

1 In which some thousands shares* 

* But now again the Lion rarer, 

1 And joy spreads o^er the plain \ 

* The Lion has defeat the bears, 

* The Knight returns again* 

* That Knight in a few days shall bring 

€ A shepherd frae thefauld, 
' And shall present him to bis king, ^ 

* A subjeft true and bauld : 

« He Mr. Patrick shall be dttll\i 5 

' All you that bear me now, 
4 May well believe what I have told, 

€ For it shall happen true* 

ymon. Friend, may your spacing happen soon and 

weel, 
, faith, I 'm redd you've bargain'd wi' the deel, 
tell some tales that fowks wad secret keep ; 
lo you get them tald you in your sleep ? 
ir William. Howe'er I get them, never fash your 

beard ; 
come I to rea4 fortunes for reward •: 

P 
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But I '11 lay ten to ane wi* ony here, 
That all I prophesy shall soon appear. 

Symon. You prophesying fowk are odd kind men ! 
They 're here that ken, and here that disna ken 
The whimpled meaning o' your unco tale, 
Whilk soon will mak a noise o'er moor and dale. 

Glaud. It's nae sma' sport to hear how Sym believes 
And taks 't for gospel what the spae-man gi'es 
Of flawing fortunes, whilk he evens to Pate : 
But what we wish, we trow at ony rate. 

Sir William. Whisht I doubtfu' carle ; for ere the sui 
Has driven twice down to the sea, 
What r have said, ye shall see done 
In part, or nae mair credit me. 

Glaud. Wed be 't sae,friend,Ishall say naithing mair 
But I 've twa sonsy lasses, young and fair, 
Plump ripe for mem : I wish you could foresee 
Sic fortunes for them, might prove joy to me. 

Sir William. Nae mair through secrets I can sift 
Till darkness black the bent: 
I ha'e but anes a day that gift 5 
Sae rest a while content. 

£jm»0» .Elspa, cast on the claith, fetch butt some meat 
And, o' your best, gar this auld stranger eat. 

Sir William. Delay a while your hospitable care j 
I 'd rather enjoy this evening calm and fair, 
Around yon ruin'd tower to fetch a walk, 
Wi' you, kind friend, to have some private talk. 

Symon. Soon as you please I '11 answer your desire : 
And, Glaud, you '11 tak your pipe beside the Are & 
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We '11 but gae round the place, and soon be back. 
Syne sup together, and tak our pint, and crack. 

Glaud. I '11 out a space, and see the young anes play j 
My heart's still light, albeit my locks be gray. 

{Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 



PROLOGUE. 

Jenny pretends an errand hame; 
Young Roger draps the rest, 
To whisper out his melting flame, 
And thaw his lassie's breast. 
Behind a bush, weel hid frae sight, they meet : 
See, Jenny's laughing; Rogers like to greet. 

Poor shepherd ! 

Roger and Jenny. 

Roger. Dear Jenny, I wad speak t* ye, wad ye let ; 
And yet I ergh, ye 're aye sae scornftf set. 

Jenny . And what wad Roger say, if he cou'd speak ? 
Am I oblig'd to guess what ye 're to seek ? 

Roger. Yes, ye may guess right eith for what I groin* 
Baith by my service, sighs, and langing een. 
And I maun out wi' t, though I risk your scorn 5 
Ye *re never frae my thoughts baith e'en and morn. 
Ah ! could I loe thee less I 'd happy be: 
But happier far, could you but fancy me. 

Jenny. And wha kens, honest lad, but that I may ? 
Ye carina say that e'er 1 said ye nay. 

Roger. Alake 1 my frighted heart begins to fail, 
Whene'er J mint to tell you out my tale, 

F ij 



«j6 TffB GENTLE SHEPHERD. Aft 111. 

For fear some tighter lad, mair rich than I, 
Has won yoiir love, and hear your heart may lie. 

Jinny, I loe my father, cousin Meg I love ; 
But to this day, nae man my heart could move, 
Except my kin, ilk lad's alike to me j 
And frae ye a' I best had keep me free. 

Roger. How lang, dear Jenny ? — sayna that again, 
What pleasure can ye tak in giving pain ? 
I 'm glad, however, that ye yet stand free j 
Wha kens but ye may rue and pity me ? 

Jenny, Ye have my pity else, to see you set 
On that whilk maks our sweetness soon forget i 
Wow ! but we 're bonny, good and every thing-; 
How sweet we breathe, whene'er we kiss or sing ; l 
But we 're nae sooner fools to gi'e consent, 
Than we our dafftn and tint $x>w'r repent : 
When prison'*! in four wa's, « wife right -tame, 
Although the first, the greatest drudge at hame. 

Roger. That only happens, when, for sake o' gear, 
Ane wales a wife, as he wad buy a mare : 
Or when dull parents, bairns together bind 
Of different tempers, that can ne'er prove kitid $ 
But love, true downright love, engages me, 
Though thou should scorn — still to delight in .thee. 

Jenny. What sugar'd words frae wooer's lips can fa' I 
But girning marriage comes and ends them a' j 
I 've seen, wi' shining fair, the morning rise,. 
And soon the sleety clouds mirk a the skies. 
I 'ye seen the siller spring a while rin clear t 
And soon in -mossy puddles disappear ; 



A3 111. THE GENTLE SHEPHERD. 5f 

The bridegroom may rejoice, the bride may smile $ 

But soon contentions a' their joys beguile. 

. Roger, I *ve seen the morning rise wi* fairest light, 

The day unclouded, sink in calmest night : 

I 've seen the spring rin whimpling through the plain, 

Increase, and join the ocean without stain : 

The bridegroom may be blyth, the bride may smile 5 

Rejoice through life, and a* your fears beguile. 

Jenny.. Were I but sure ye lang would love maintain, 
The fewest words my easy heart could gain : 
For I maun own, since now at last you 're free, 
Although I jok'd, I lo'd your company \ 
And ever had a warmness in my breast, 
That made ye dearer to me than the rest. 

Roger. I 'm happy now ! o'er happy I haud my head! 
This gush of pleasure's like to be my dead. 
Come to my arms ! or strike me ! I'ma' fiVd 
Wi' wond'ring love ! let 's kiss till we be tir'd. 
Kiss, kiss ! we '11 kiss the sun and starns away. 
And ferly at the quick return o' day. 
0, Jenny ! let my arms about thee twine, 
And briss thy bonny breasts and lips to mine. 

[They embrace. 

SANG XIII. Tune, Leith-wynd. 

Jenny. 
Were I assur'dyou V constant provtg 

You should nae mair complain 5 
The easy maid beset "with love, 

Few words will quickly gain s 

F" •• ... 

nj 
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For I must ©own, now since ye ' t refree % 
This too fond heart of mine 
^ Has lang> a black-sole true to thee % 

Wished to be paired with thine. 

Roger. 

I *m happy now, ah ! let my head 

Upon thy breast recline t 
The pleasure strikes me near-band dead*. 

Is Jenny then sae kind ? 
k . O, let me briss thee to my heart ! 

And round my arms entwine ; 
Peligbtfu* thought^ nve % U never part ! 

Come press thy mouth to mine. 

Jenny, Wi* equal joy my easy heart gi'e's wsy* 
To own thy weel-try'd love has won the day. 
Now by the warmest kisses thou hast tane, 
Swear thus to love me, when by vows made ane. 

Roger, I swear by fifty thousand yet to come, 
Or may the first ane strike me deaf and dumb, 
There shall not be a kindlier dawted wife, 
If ye agree wl* me to lead your life. 

SANG XIV.. Tune, O'er Boggie. 

JfcNNY, 

Weely I agree, ye Ve sure of me: 

Next to my father gae\ 
Mak him content to gie consent. 

He'll hardly say ye nay \ 
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« 

For ye ba y e nvhat be nvad be at, 

u4nd will commend you weel, 
Since parents auld think love grows cauta\ 

When bairns want milk and meal. 

Should be deny 9 1 care na by, 

He % d contradicl in vain: 
1bo s a' my kin had said and sworn, 

But thee, I twill ba % e nane. 
Then never range, nor learn to change, 

Like tbose in bigb degree : 
Jtnd if ye prove faithful in love, 

You * II find nae fault in me. 

r t er. My faulds contain twice fifteen forrow nowt, 
ony newcai in my byars rout: 
jack of woo' I can at Lammas sell, 
frae my bob-tail'd bleeters on the. fell j 
twenty pair o' blankets for our bed, 
leikle care, my thrifty mirher made : 
ing that maks a hartsome house and tight, 
itill her care, my father's great delight, 
left me a' ; which now gi'es joy to mo, 
se J can gi'e a*, -my dear, to thee 
had I fifty times as meikle mair, 
but my Jenny should the samen skair. 
ve and a\is yours j now haud them fast? 
juide them as ye like, to gar them last, 
ny. I'll do my best : — but see wha comes tbi*. 

way, 
md Meg :— besides, 1 maunha stay : 
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Let's steal frae ither now, and meet the morn j 
If we be seen, we '11 drie a deal o* scorn. 

Roger. To where the saugh-tree shades the men- 
nin-pool, 
I '11 frae the hill come down, when day grows cool : 
Keep triste, and meet me there ; — there let us meet, 

To kiss, and tell our love : — there's nought sae sweet. 

11 ' ■ ' ■■ ■* ■ ■ » - 

SCENE IV. 

PROLOGUE. 

This scene presents the Knight and Sym, 

Within a gallery of the place, 
Where a' looks ruinous and grim ; 

Nor has the Baron shown nis face: 
But joking wi' his shepherd leel, 
Aft speers the gate he kens fu* wee!. 

Sir William and Symon. 

Sir William. To whom belongs this house so mud 
decay'd ? 

Symon. To ane that lost it, lending gen'rous aid> 
To bear the head up, when, rebellious tail 
Against the laws of nature did prevail. 
Sir William Worthy is our master's name, 
Whilk fills us a' wi' joy, now He's come hame* 

Sir William draps bis masking beard : 

Symon transported sees 
The welcome Knight, *witbfond regard, 

And grasps him round the knees. 

My master ! my dear master!— do I breathe 
To see him healthy, strong, and free frae skaith I 
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Return'd td cheer his wrslihtg tenartt's sight, 
To bless his son, my charge, the world's delight 1 

Sir William i Rise, faithful Symon j in my arms e&joy 
A place, thy due — kind guardian of my boy: 
1 came to view thy car6 in this disguise, 
And am confirm'd thy conduct "has been wise: 
Since still the secret thou'st securely sealed, 
And ne'er *o him his real bath reYeaTd. 

Symon. The due obedience to your strict command 
Was the first lock ».~niest, my ain judgment fand 
Out reasons plenty: since, without estate, 
A yottth,tho* sprung frae kings, looks baugh andblafe. 

Sir William. Andaften vam and idly spend their rime, 
Till grown unfit for action, past their prime, 
Hang on Their friends : which gi'es their sauh a cast, 
That turns them downright beggars at the last. 

Symon. Now, weel I wat, sir, ye fca'e spoken true j 
For there 's laird Kytie's son, that's loo'd by;few: 
His father steght his fortune in his wame* 
And left his heir nought but a gentle name : 
He gangs about soman frae place to place, 
As scrimp of manners as of sense and grace j 
Oppressing a% as punishment of their sin, 
' That are within his tenth degree o* kin ; 
fcins in ilka trader's debt, wha's sae unjust *' ' 
To his ain family as to gi'e him trust. 

StirWHliam. Such useless brandies of a common- 
wealth, 
Should be cut off, to give a state raalr -health, 

i 
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Unworthy bare reflection— Symon, run 
O'er all your observations on my son j 
A parent's fondness easily finds excuse, 
But do not, with indulgence, truth abuse. 

Symon. To speak his praise, the langest simmer-daft 
Wad be o'er short— —cou'd I them right display. 
In word and deed he can sae weel behave, 
That out o' sight he rins before the lave : 
And when there *s e'er a quarrel or contest, < 

Patrick 's made judge to tell whase cause is best ; 
And his decreet stands good — he '11 gar it stand ; 
Wha dares to grumble finds his correcting hand j 
Wi' a fiim look, and a commanding way, 
He gars the proudest o' our herds obey. 

Sir William, Your tale much pleases— my good 
friend, proceed ; 
What learning has he, can he write and read ? 

Sjmpn. Baith wonder weel : for troth, I didna spare 
To gi'e him at the school enough o' lair 5 
And he delytes in books — he reads and speaks 
Wi* fouks that ken them, Latin words and Greeks* 

Sir William. Where gets he books to read — and 
what kind ? 
Though some give light, some blindly lead the blind 

Symon. Whene'er he drives our sheep to Edinburgl 
port, 
^ He buys some books of history, sangs, or sport : 
Nor does he want o' them a routh at will, 
And carries ay a pouchfu' to the hill. 
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out ane Shakspere and a famous Ben, 
aftens speaks, and ca's them best o* men* 

w sweetly Hawthornden and Stirling sing, 

d ane ca'd Cowley, loyal to his king, 
kens fu* weel, and gars their verses ring, 

>metimes thought he made o'er great a phrase, 

out fine poems, histories, and plays. 

len I reprov'd him anes— a book he brings, 

' this, quoth he, on braes I crack wi* kings. 

>ir William* He answer'd well \ and much ye glad 
my ear, 

len such accounts I of my shepherd hear $ 

iding such books can raise a peasant's mind 

ove a lord's, that is not thus inclined. 

\ymon. What ken we better, that sae sindle look, 

cept on rainy Sundays, on a book ; 

hen we a leaf or twa half read, haff spell, 

II a' the rest sleep round, as weel *s our sell* » 

\xWiU\am. Well jested, Symon; but one question more 

I only ask you now, and then give o'er * 

le youth *s arnv'd the age when little loves 
ghter around young hearts, like cooing doves 5 
s nae young lassie with inviting mein, 
id rosie cheek, the wonder of the green, 
gag'd his look, and caught bis youthfu' heart ? 
ym<m. I fear'd the warst, but kend the sma'est part; 

II late I saw him twa-three times mair sweet, 

ith Glaud's fair neice, then I thought right or meet 1 
ad my fears , but now have nought to fear, 
ice like yoursell your son will soon appear} 
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A gentleman, enrich'd wi' a* these, charms* 
May bless the fairest, best-born, lady's arm?. 

Sir WHlianu This night must e,nd his unambitioi 
fire, 
When higher views shall greater thoughts, inspire. 
Go, Symon, bring him quickly here to me, 
None but yourself shall our first meeting see : 
Yonder 's my horse, and servants high- at hand, 
They come just at the time I gave command ;. 
Straight in my own apparel I '11 go dress 3 
Now ye the secret may to all confess. 

Symon. Wi* how much joy I on this errand flee^ 
There 's nane can ken, that is not downright me. [i 

Sic William. [Solus.] When the event of hope si 
cessfully appears,. 
One happy hour cancels the toil of years ; 
A thousan4 toils are lost in Lethe's stream, 
And cayes evanish like a morning, dream ; 
When, wishM for pleasures rise like morning light, 
The pain that 's past enhances the delight. 
These joys I feel, that wpr ds can ill ejfpress, 
I ne'er had known .without my late distress. 
But from his rustic business; and love, 
I must in haste my Patrick soon remove, 
Tocaurts and camps tliat may .his soul improve, 

Like the rough diamond, as it leaves the mine j 
Only in little breakings shews its light, 

Till artful polishing has made it shine j 
Thus education majges the. genius b/ightt 
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M 

SANG XV. Tune, What ye wa9 1 met yestreen* 

Now from rusticity and lo*ve 9 

Whose flames but ovcrUwoly burn* 
My gentle shepherd must be drove, ■ 

His soul must take off other turn : 
As the rough diamond from the mine* 

In breakings only shews its tight) 
Till polishing has made it shine, 

Thus learning makes the genius bright, 

ACT IV. SCENE 1. 
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PROLOGCE. 

The scene described in former page* 
Bauldy's onset — enter Mause and Madge. 

Madge* 
Our laird 's come hame I and owns young Patie hi* 
heir ! L 

Mause* That 's news indeed 1 •* ■ ' 

Madge* .■ ■ '« ' — As true as ye s tand there. 
As they were dancing a* in Symon'S yard* 
Sir William, like a warlock, wi* a beard 
Five nives n length, and white as driven snaw> 
Araang us came, cry'd, Ha' 'dye merry *' \ • 
We ferly*d meikle at his unco look, 
While frae his pouch he whirled forth a book* 
As we stood round about him on the green, ; 

He view'd us a*, but nVd on Pate hiseen \ \ 

G 
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Then pawkylie pretended he cou'd spae, 
Yet for his pains and skill wad naething hae. 

Mause. Then sure the lasses, and ilk gaping coof, 
Wad rin about him, and haM out their loof. 

Madge, As fast as fiaes skip to the tate o' woo, 
Whilk slee Tod-la wrie ha'ds without his mou*, 
When, he to drown them, and his hips to cool, 
In Simmer days slides backward in a pool : 
In short he did for Pate braw things foretel, 
Without the help of conjuring or spell, 
At last, when weel diverted, he withdrew, 
Pu'd of his beard to Symon, Symon knew 
His welcome master j round his knees he gat, 
Hang at his coat, and syne for blytheness grat, 
Patrick was sent for— happy lad is he I 
Symon tald Elpsa, Elspa tald it me. 
Ye Ul hear out a' the secret story soon, 
And troth 't is e'en right odd when a* is done j 
To think how Symon ne'er afore wad tell, 
Na, no sae mei]cle as to Pate himsell : 
Our Meg, poor thing, alake ! has lost her jo, 

Mause, It may be sae wha kens, and may be no, 
To lift a love that's rooted is great pain j 
P^'n kings ha'e tane a queen out o' the plain, 
And what has been before may be again. 

Madge. Siq nonsense { Jove tak root, but tocher 
good, 
'Tween a-berd's bairn, and ane o' gentle blood J 
Sic fashions in king Bruce' s days might be ^ 
JJut siccan ferlies now we never see, 
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Mouse. Gif Pate forsake her, Bauldy she may gain* 
Yonder he comes, and wow but he looks fain [ 
Nae doubt he thinks that Peggy 's now his ain. 

Madge. He get her ! slavering doof ! it sets him weel 
To yoke a plough where Patrick thought to tiel I 
Gif I were Meg, I *d let young master see 

Mause. Ye'd be as dorty in your choice as he $ 
And so wad I, but whist 1 here Bauldy comes. 

Bauldy enter s^ singing. 

Jocky said to Jenny s Jenny wilt thou do 't, 
Ne^et a fit, quoth Jenny, for my tocher -good i 
For my tocher-good, I nvinna marry thee. 
Verts ye like, quoth Jocky, ye may let me he. 

Madge. Weel liltet Bauldy, that *s a dainty sang. 
Bauldy. I '11 gi'e ye *t a% 't is better than *t is lang. 

[Sings again* 
1 bae gvwd and gear, I hae land enough, 
J bae seven good owsen ganging in apleugh ; 
Ganging iif a pleugb, and linkan o'er the lee, 
And gin ye ivinna tak me, I can it ye he, 

I hae a good ha* bouse, a barn and a byre, 
A peet stack fore the door, e we ' 11 make a rantinfire; 
i *U make a ranting fire, and merry shall nue be, 
And gin ye ivinna tak me, I can let ye be* 

Jenny said to Jocky, gin ye ivinna tell, 
Ye shall be the lad, 1 "11 be the lass my sell ; 
Te "re a bonny lad, and Vm a lassie free ; 
Ye 're welcomer to tak me, than to let me be t 

O ij 
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I trow sae lasses will come too at last, 

Tho' for a while they maun their snaw baws cast, 

Mause. Weel, Bauldy, how gaes a' ? 

Bauldy. ■ i ■ ■ , Faith, unco right : 

I hope we *U a' sleep sound, but ane, this night. 

Madge. And wha's the unlucky ane, if we may ask? 

Bauldy. To find out that is nae difficult task ; 
Poor bonny Peggy, wha maun think nae mair 
On Pate, turn'd Patrick, and Sir William's heir. 
Now, now good Madge, and honest Mause, stand be t 
While Meg's in dumps, put in a word for me j 
J *11 be as kind as ever Pate could prove, 
J,ess wihV, and ay constant in my love. 

Madge. As Neps can witness, and the bushy thorn* 
Where mony a time to her your heart was sworn ; 
Fy, Bauldy, blush, and Vows of love regard ; 
What other lass will trow a mansworn herd. 
The curse of Heaven hings ay aboon their heads ) 
That *s ever guilty of sic sinfu* deeds. 
I '11 ne'er advise my niece say gray a gate, 
Nor will she be advk'd* fu* weel I wate. 

Bauldy. Sae gray a gate! mansworn! and a* the rest! 

Ye lee'd, auld roudes and in faith had best 

Eat in your words, else I shall gar ye stand 
Wi* a het face afore the haly-band. 

Madge. Ye '11 gar me stand! ye sheveling gabit, 
h brock, 

>peak that again, and trembling dread my rock, 
And ten sharp nails j that when my hands are in, 
Can type the skin o' ye'r cheeks out o'er your chin. 
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Bauldy. I tak ye witness, Ma use, ye heard her say 

That I 'm mansworn— * 1 winna let it gae* 

Madge. Ye 're witness too, he ca'd me bonny names* 
And should be served as his good breeding claims* 

Ye filthy dog!— 

[Flies to bis hair like a fury. — A stout battle— 
Mause' endeavours to redd them. 
Mouse; Let gang your grips j fy, Madge ! howt, 
Bauldy, leen 5 
I wadna wish this tulzie had been seen \ 
'T is sae daft lik e ■ ■ ■» 
[Bauldy gets out o/*MadgeV clutches with a bleeding nose* 

Madge. ■■ ■ ■ ■ ■ *T is dafter like to thole 
An ether-cap like him to blaw the coal. 
It sets him weel wi' vile unscrapit tongue, 
To cast up whether I be auld or young j 
They're aulder yet than I have married been, 
And, or they died, their bairns bairns have seen. 

Mause. That 's true; and Bauldy ye was far to blame. 
To ca' Madge ought but her ain christen'd name. 
Bauldy. x My lugs, my nose, and noddle finds the same* 
Madge. Auld rouds I filthy fallow, I shall auld ye. 
Mause. Howt no !- — -ye '11 e*en be friends wi' ho- 
nest Bauldy x 
Come, come, shake hands, this maun nae farder gae j 
Ye maun forg'fe 'm : I see the lad looks wae. 
Bauldy. In troth now, Mause, I ha'e *t Mad^e nas 

spite, 
ut she abusing first, was a' the wytc 

. Giij 
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Of what has happen'd, and should therefore crave 
My pardon first, and shall acquittance have. 

Madge. I crave your pardon ! — Gallows-face, gae 
greet, 
And own your faut to her that ye wad cheat. 
Gae or be blasted in your health and gear, 
'Till ye learn to perform as weel as swear. 
Vow and loup back !->- was e'er the like heard tell ? 
Svvith tak him deel, he 's o'er lang out o* hell. 

Bauldy. [Running oft.] His presence be about us ! 
Curst were he, 
^bat were condemn'd for life to live with thee, 

[Exit Bauldy. 

Madge. [Laughing.] I think I have toweled his* 
harigalds a wee ; 
He *11 no soon grein to tell his love to me. 
He *s but a rascal that wad mint to serve 
A lassie sae, he does but ill deserve. 

Manse. Ye tows^d him tightly — I commend ye fbr*^ 
His bleeding snout gae me nae little sport ; 
For this forenoon he had that scant of grace, 
And breeding baith— ?to tel) me to my face, 
He hop'd I was a witch, and.wadna stand, 
To lend him in this case my helping hand. 

Madge* A witch !— how had ye patience this to 
bear; 
And leave him een to see, or lugs to hear ? 

Mouse. Auld withered hands, and feeble joints like 
mine 
Obliges fowk resentment ^to decline, 
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'Till aft 1 is seen, when rigour folk, then w« 
With cunning can the lak of pith suppiie : 
Thus I put aff revenge "till it was dark, 
Synd bade him come, and we should gang to wark $ 
I *m sure he Ml keep his tryst $ and I came here 
To seek your help, that we the fool may fear. 

Madge. And special sport we '11 hae as I protest 5 
Ye Ml be the witch, and I shall play the ghaist j 
A linen sheet wound round me like ane dead, 
I '11 cawk my face, and grane, and shake my head* 
We '11 fleg him sac, he '11 mint nae mair to gang 
A conjuring, to do a lassie wrang. 

Mouse. Then let us gae 5 for see its hard on night* 
The westlin clouds shine red wi' setting light* 

[Exeunt • 
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SCENE If. 

PROLOGUE. 

When birds begin to nod upon the bough, 

And the green swaird grows damp wi* falling dew; 

While good Sir William is to rest retir'd, 

The Gentle Shepherd, tenderly inspir'd, 

Walks thro' the broom wi' Roger ever leel, 

To meet, to comfort Meg, and tak fareweel. 

Patie and Roger enter. 

Roger. Wow ! but I 'm cadgie, and my heart loups 
light; 
O, Mr. Patrick I ay your thoughts were right : 
£ure gentle fowk are farer seen than we, 
That naething ha'e to brag of pedigree* 
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My Jenny now, wha brak my heart this mom, 
Is perfect yielding— sweet — and nae raair scorn j 
I spake my mind — she heard — I spake again, 
She snuTd — I kiss'd — I wooM, nor woo'd in vain. 

Patie* I *m glad to hear 't— But, O ! my change 
this day, 
Heaves up my joy, and yet I *m sometimes wae. 
I 've found a father, gently kind as brave, 
And an estate that lifts me-'boon the lave. 
Wi; looks a' kindness, words that love confesr* 
He a* the father to my soul expresr, 
While close he held me to his manly breast. 
Such were the eyes, he said, thus smil'd the mouth 
Of thy lov'd mother, blessing of my youth ! 
Who set too soon! — And while he praise bestowM, 
Adown his gracefu' cheeks a torrent flow'd. 
My new-born joys, and this his tender tale, 
Did, mingled thus, o'er a* my thoughts prevail; 
That speechless lang, my late kend sire I view'd, 
While gushing tears my panting breast bedew'd j 
Unusual transports made my head turn round, 
Whilst I myself wi' rising raptures found, 
The happy son of ane so much renown'd. 

But he has heard 1 too faithful Symon's fear, 

Has brought my love for Peggy to his ear: 
Which he forbids 5 — ah! this confounds my peace* 
While thus to beat, my heart shall sooner cease. 

Roger. How to advise ye, troth, I'm at a stand \ 
But wer 't my case, ye *d clear it up aff hand. 

Patie. Duty* and haflen reason plead his cause. 
But love rebels against all bounding laws j 
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JFixt in my heart my shepherdess excels, 
And part of my new happiness repels. 

SANG XVI. Tune, Kirk wad let me be. 

Duty and part of reason. 

Plead strong on the parent* s side* 
Which lo<ue so superior coils treason. 

The strongest must be obeyed: 
For ntnv, though I Vw &** of the gentry % 

My constancy falsehood repels $ 
For change in my heart has no entry \ 

Still there my dear Peggy excels. 

Roger. Enjoy them baith.-r-Sir William will be won) 
Your Peggy's bonny-* you 're his only son. 

Patie. She *s mine by vows, and stronger ties of love, 
And frae these bands nae change my mind shall move j 
I'll wed nane else, through life I will be true$ 
But still obedience is a parent's due. 

Roger. Is not our master and yoursell to stay 
Amang us here ?-^»or are ye gawn away 
To Ix>ndon court, or ither far aff parts, 
To leave your ain poor us wi* broken hearts ? 

Patie. To Edinburgh straight to-morrow we ad vance, 
To London niest, and afterwards, to France j 
Where I must stay some years, and learn — to dance, 
And twa three ither monkey-tricks :-s-That done, 
I come harne strutting in my red-heel'd shoon. 
Then *t is design'd, when I can weel behave, 
That I maun be some petted thing's dull slave* 
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For some few bags of cash, that I wat weel 
I nae raair need nor carts do a third wheel j 
But Peggy, dearer to me than my breath, 
Sooner than hear sic news shall hear my death. 

Roger. They tuba ha* e just enough can soundly sleeps 

The o'er-tome only fashes fvwk to keep 

Good, Master Patrick take your ain tale hame. 

Patie. What was my morning thought at night': 
the same : 
The poor and rich but differ in the name. 
Content's the greatest bliss we can procure 
Frae 'boon the lift — without it kings are poor. 

Roger, But an estate like yours yields braw content 
When we but pick it scantily on the bent : 
Fine claiths, saft beds, sweet houses, sparkling wine, 
Rich fare, and witty friends, whene'er ye dine j 
Submissive servants, honour, wealth, and easej 
Wha 's no content wi' thae are ill to please. 

Patie. Sae Roger thinks, and thinks nae far amiss. 
But mony a cloud hings hov'ring o'er the bliss : 
The passions rule the roast — and if they 're sour* 
Like the lean ky, they '11 soon the fat devour. 
The spleen, tint honour, and affronted pride, 
Stang like the sharpest goads in gentry's side. 
The gout and gravel, and the ill disease, 
Are frequentest wi' fowk o'er laid wi* ease j 
While o'er the moor the shepherd wi' less care, 
Enjoys his sober wish, and halesome air. 

Roger, Lord, man ! I wonder ay j and it delights 
My heart, whene'er I hearken to your flights : 
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gat ye a' this sense, I fain wad lear, 

I may easier disappointments bear ? 

tie.. Frae books, the wale of books, I gat some 

skill, 
best can teach what 's real good and ill 3 
grudge ilk year to ware some stanes of cheese, 
lin those silent friends that ever please. 
er. I* 11 do 't, and ye shall tell me whilk to biiyj 
I'se hae books, tho* I shou'd sell my ky 5 
ow let 's hear how you 're designed to move, 
;en Sir William's will and Peggy's love. 
/>. Then here it lies — his will maun be obey'd, 
ows I '11 keep, and she shall be my bride 5 
sometime this last design maun hide. 
you the secret close, and leave me here 5 
: for Peggy — yonder comes my dear. 
\er. Pleas'd that ye trust me wi' the secret, I 
yle it frae me a' the de'ils defy. [Exit, 

ie. [Solus. ] Wi' what a struggle maun I now 

impart, 
Lther's will to her that bauds my heart 5 
she lo'es, and her saft saul will sink, 
5 it stands trembling on the hated brink 
sappointment — Heaven support my fair, 
let her comfort claim your tender care : ■■ 
yes are red ! ■ ■ 

Peggy enters. 
-My Peggy, why in tears ? 
as ye wont, allow nae room for fearSj 



t! 
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Tho' I *m nae mair a shepherd, yet I 'm thine. 

Peggy. I darena think sae high— I now repine 
At the unhappy chance that made na me 
A gentle match) or still a herd kept thee. 
Wbacan withoutten pain see frae the coast* 
The ship that bears his all like to be lost I 
Like to be carried by some rover's hand, 
Par frae his wishes, to some distant land, 

Patie. Ne'er quart el fate* whilst it wi' me remair 
To raise thee up, or still attend these plains. 
My father has forbid our loves I own t 
But love's superior to a parent's frown. 
I falsehood hate : come, kiss thy Cares away \ 
I ken to love as weel as to obey : 
Sir William's gen'rousj leave the task to me, 
To mak strick duty and true love agree. 

P'ggy* Speak on ! speak ever thus, and still m 
grief; 
But short I dare to hope the fond relief: 
New thoughts a gentler face will soon inspire* 
That wi* nice air swims round in silk attire i 
Then I ! poor me ! wi* sighs may ban my fate, 
When the young laird's nae mair my handsome Pa 
Nae mair again to hear sweet tales exprest, 
By the blythe shepherd that excell'd the rest: 
Nae mair be envy'd by the tattling gang, 
When Patie kiss'd me, when I danc'd or sang j 
Nae mair, alake ! we'll on the meadow play, 
And rin half breathless round the rucks of hay y 
As aft times I ha'e fled frae thee right fain, 
And fawn on purpose that 1 might be tane t 



AQIV* THE GENTLE SHEPHERD. if 

Nae mair around the foggy know I *11 creep, 
To watch and stare upon thee while asleep. 
But hear my vow — *t will help to gi'e me ease, 
May sudden death, or deadly sair disease, 
And warst of ills attend my wretched life, 
If e'er to ane but you I be a wife. 

SANG XVII. Tune, Woes my heart that we should- 

sunder. 

Speak on — speak thus, and still my grief J 

Hold up a heart that y s sinking \inder 
These fears, that soon will ■•want relief 

When Pate must from his Peggy sunder t 
A gentler face } and silk attire, 

A lady rich in beauty's blossom, 
Alake, poor me ! will now conspire, 

. Tq steal thee from thy Peggy" s bosom. 

No more the shepherd who excel? d 

The rest, wbose wit made them to wonder, 
Shall now his Peggfs praises tell j 

4b! lean die, hut never sunder. 
Te meadows where we often stray d, 

Fe banks where we were wont to wander } 
Sweet-scented rucks round which we flayed, 

You '# lose your sweets when we V# asunder* 

Again, ah ! shall I never creep 

Around the know wi* silent duty, 
Kindly to watch thee while asleep, 

And wonder at thy manly beauty ! 

H 
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Hear, heaven, while solemnly I vovj, 

Tho* thou shou'd prove a wand" ring lover, 

Thro'' life to thee i shall prove true, 
Nor be a wife to any other. 

Patie % Sure heaven approves — and be assur'd of me, 
I *11 ne'er gang back o' what I Ve sworn to thee j 
And time, tho* time maun interpose a while, 
And I maun leave my Peggy and this isle, 
Yet time, nor distance, nor the fairest face, 
If there *s a fairer, e'er shall fill thy place. 
I *d hate my rising fortune, should it move 
The fair foundation of our faithftf love. 
If at my feet were crowns and sceptres laid, 
To bribe my soul fra thee, delightfu* maid ; 
For thee I *d soon leave these inferior things, 
To sic as hae the patience to be kings. 
Wherefore that tear ? believe and calm thy mind. 

Peggy. I greet for joy, to hear thy words sae kind 5 
When hopes were sunk, and nought but mirk despair. 
Made me think life was little worth my care 5 
My heart was like to burst $ but now I see 
Thy gen'rous thoughts will save thy love for me : 
Wi* patience then, I '11 wait each wheeling year, 
Hope time away, till thou wi % joy appear 5 
And a' the while I *U study gentler charms, 
To make me fitter for my traveler's arms j 
I '11 gain on uncle Glaud — he *s far frae fool, 
And will not grudge to put me thro* ilk school* 
Where I may manners learn, ■ ■ ■■■ 
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SANG XVIII. Tune, Tweed-side. 

When hope was quite sunk in despair, 

My heart it was going to break 5 
My life appeared worthless my care, 

But now 1 will save *tjbr thy sake. 
Wherever my love travels by day. 

Wherever he lodges by night, 
Wi* me bis dear image shall stay j 

And my soul keep him ever in sight. 

W? patience 1 *ll wait the long year, 

jind study the gentlest charms 5 
Hope time away till thou appear, 

To lock thee for ay in these arms. 
Whilst thou wast a shepherd, I prized 

No higher degree in this life ; 
But novJ I "11 endeavour to rise 

To a height that V becoming thy wife. 

* 

For beauty, that V only skin deep, 

Must fade like the gowans in Mayi 
But inwardly rooted will keep 

For ever without a decay. 
Nor age, nor the changes of life, 

Can quench the fair fire of love, 
If virtue V ingrained in the wife, 

And the husband hoe sense to approve. 

Patie. That's wisely said: 

And what he wares that way shall be weel paid. 
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Tho' without a* the little helps of art, 

Thy native sweet* might gain a prince's heart. 

Yet now, lest in our station, we offend, 

We must learn modes to innocence unkend $ 

Affeft aft-times to like the thing we hate, 

And drap serenity, to keep up state : 

J,augh when we 'je sad, speak when we 've nought to 

say, 
And for the fashion, when we 're Myth seem wae? 
Pay compliments to them we aft ha'e scorn'd, 
Then scandalize them when their backs are turo'd, 

Peggy. If this is gentry, I had rather be 
What I am still— But I '11 be ought wi* thee, 

Patie. Na, na, my Peggy, I but only jest 
Wi' gentry's apes : for still amangst the best 
Gude manners gi'e integrity a bleeze, 
When native virtues join the arts to please. 

Peggy. Since wi' nae hazard, and sae sma' expencc, 
My lad frae books can gather siccan sense j 
Then why, ah ! why should the tempestuous $e£ 
Endanger thy dear life, and frighten me ? 
Sir William's cruel, that wad force his son* 
For watna-whats, sae great a risk to run. 

Pane. There is nae doubt but travelling does tm« 
prove ; 
Yet I wou'd shun it for thy sake, my love, 
But soon as I 'ye shook afF my landart cast 
Jn foreign cities, hame to thee I '11 haste. 

Peggy. Wi' ev'ry setting day and rising morn, 
J '11 knee} to heaven, an4 asfc thy safe return \ 
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Under that tree, and on the suckler brae, 

Where aft we wont, when bairns, to rin and play j 

And to the hazie-shaw, where first ye vow'd, 

Ye wad be mine, and I as aithly trow'd j 

I *11 aften gang, and tell the trees and flow'rs, 

Wi' joy that they "11 bear witness I am yours. 

SANG XIX. Tune, Bush aboon Traquair. 

At setting day and rising morn, 

Wi" soul that still shall love thee, 
J 'flask of heaven thy safe return , 

WV a* that can improve thee. 
1 7/ visit aft the birken bush, 

Where first thou kindly told me 
Sweet tales of love, and hid my blush, 

Whilst round thou didsl infald me* 

To a? our haunts I will repair, 

To greenwood-shaw or fountain : 
Or where the simmer -day i V share 

Wi" thee upon yon mountain. 
There will 1 tell the trees andflovfrs, 

From thoughts unfeigned and tender : 
By vows ye* re mine, my love is yours, 

ji heart which cannot wander. 

Patie. My dear allow me fra thy temples fair, 
A shining ringlet of thy flowing hair j 
Which, as a sample of each lovely charm, 
IU aften kiss and wear about my arm. 

H nj 
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Ptggy* Were 't in my power wi' better" boons to pleas 
I 'd gi'e the best I cou'd wi' the same ease $ 
Nor wad I, it" thy luck had fall'n to me, 
Been in ae jot less generous to thee. 

Patie. I doubt it not j hut since we *ve little time 
To ware't on words, wad border on a crime. 
Love's safter meaning better is exprest, 
When 'tis with kisses on the heart imprest. [Exe% 



ACT V. v SCENE I. 



PROLOGUE. 

See how poor Bauldy stares like ane possest,- 
And roars up Symon frae his kindly rest: 
Bare legg'd, wi* night-cap, and unbutton'd coat* 
bee the auld man comes forward to the sot. 

Symon and Bauldy. 

Symon. 
What want ye, Bauldy, at this early hour, 
While drowsy sleep keeps a' beneath its power! 
Far to the North the scant approaching light; " 
Stands equal 'twixt the morning and the night. 
What gars ye shake, and glowre, and look sae wax 
Your teeth they chatter, hair like bristles stand. 

Bauldy. O len me soon some water, milk/ or ale 
My head 's grown giddy— legs wi' shaking fail j 
I '11 ne'er dare venture forth at night my lane : 
Alake ! I '11 never be myself again. 
I '11 ne'er o'erput it: Symon I Oh, Symon I O ! 

\S^nxou $iv€s him a dr 
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Symon. What ails thee, gowk ? to make sae loud ado. 
You *ve wak'd Sir William, he has left his bed : 
He comes, I fear , ill-pleas'd ; I hear his tread, 

$ir William enters. 

Sir William. How goes the night ? Does day-light 
yet appear ? 
Symon, you *re very timeousjy asteer. 

Symon. I 'm sorry, sir, that we *ve disturb'd your rest* 
But some strange thing has Bauldy's spirit opprest, I 
He *s seen some witch, or wrestled wi' a ghaist. 

Bauldy. O ! ay— dear sir, in truth, 'tis very true, 
And I am come to mak my plaint to you. 

Sit William. [Smiling*] I lang to hear r t,— 

Bauldy, ■ !■ ■ -Ah I sir, the witch ca'd Mause, 
That wins aboon the mill amang the haws, 
First promis'd that she *d help me wi' her art t 
To gain a bonny thrawart lassie's heart 5 
As she had tryst'd,, I met wi r er this night, 
But may nae friend o' mine get sic a fright ! 
For the curs'd hag, instead a' doing me good, 
(The very thought o't's like to freeze my blood !} 
RaisM up a ghaist, or de'il, I kenna whilk, 
Like a dead corse in sheet as white as milk 5 
Black hands it had, and face as wan as death $ 
. Upon me fast the witch and it fell baith, 
And gat me down, while I like a great fool, 
Was laboured as I wont to be at school. 
My heart out o' its hool was like to loup, 
J pithless grew wi' fear, and had nae. hope j 
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Till wi' an elrich laugh they vanish'd quite ; 
Syne I, haff dead with anger, fear, and spite, 
Crap up, and fled straight fra them, sir, to you, 
Hoping you'll help to gie the de'jl his due. 
I 'm sure my heart will ne'er gi'e o'er to dunt, 
Till in a fat tar barrel Mause be burnt. 

Sir William. Well, Bauldy, whate'er's just shall 
granted be ; 
Let Mause be brought this morning down to me. 

Bauldy. Thanks to your honour, soon shall I obey 5 
But first I '11 Roger raise, and twa three mae, 
To catch her fast, or she get leave to squeel, 
And cast her cantraips, that bring up the de'il. [Exit. 

Sir William, Troth, Symon, Bauldy 's more afraid 
than hurt, 
The witch and ghaist have made themselves good sport. 
What silly notions crowd the clouded mind, 
That is through want of education blind ! 

Symon, But does your honour think there 's nae sic 
thing, 
As witches raising de'ila up thro' a ring ; 
Syne playing tricks, a thousand I cou'd tell, 
Cou'd never be contriv'd on this side hell. 

Sir William. Such as the devil's dancing in a moor, 
Amongst a few old women craz'd and poor j 
Who are rejoic'd to see him frisk and loup 
O'er braes and bogs wi' candles in his dowp ; 
Appearing sometimes like a black horn'd cow, 
Aft-times like Bawty, Badrans, or a sow ; 
Then with his train thro' airy paths to glide, 
Whils they on cats, or clowns, or broomstaffs ridel 
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Or in an egg-shell skim out o'er the main, 

To drink their leader's health in France or Spain s 

Then aft by night, bumbaze hard-hearted fools, 

By tumbling down their cup-boards, chairs, and stools. 

Whate'er 's in spells, or if there witches be, 

Such whimsies seem the most absurd to me. 

Symou. 'T is true enough, we ne*er heard that a witch 
Had either meikle sense, or yet was rich j 
But Mause, tho' poor, is a sagacious wife, 
And lives a quiet and very honest life j 
That gars me think this hobble-show that 's pa;st t 
Will end in naething but a joke at last. 

Sir WU&tm* I 'm sure it will j but see increasing light, 
Commands the imps of darkness down to night ; 
Bid raise my servants, and my horse prepare, 
Whilst I walk out to take the morning air. 

SANG XX. Tun*, Bonny grey ey'd morn* 

The bonny grey-eyd morn begins to peep, 

And darkness fiies before the rising ray t 
The hearty bind starts from his lazy sleep, 

To follow healthful labours of the day. 
Without a guilty sting to 'wrinkle his broiv, 

The lark and the linnet ""tend bis levee, 
jind be joins their concert, driving bis plow. 

From toil of grimace and pageantry free, 

While flustered with wne, or madden % d e with loss, 

Of half an estate, the prey of a main, 
The drunkard and gamester fumble > and toss, 

Whhfag for calmness and dumber in <uain« 
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Be my portion, health and quietness of mind, 

. Placed at due distance from forties and state, 
Where neither ambition nor avarice blind. 
Reach him nubo has happiness link* d to bis fate, 

[Exeunt, 

- ■ • ■....., . . 

SCENE II. 



PROLOGUE. 

While Peggy laces up her bosom fair, 
Wi' a blue snood Jenny binds up her hair ; 
Glaud by his morning ingle taks a beek, 
The rising sun shines motty thro' the reek ; 
A pipe his mouth, the lasses please his een, 
And now and then his joke maun interveen. 

Glaud, Peggy, and Jenny. 

Glaud. I wish, my bairns, it may keep fair till night, 
Ye didna use sae soon to see the light $ 
Nae doubt, now, ye intend to mix the thrang, 
To tak your leave of Patrick or he gang 5 
But do ye think, that now when he 's a laird, 
That he poor landwart lasses will regard ? 

Jenny, Tho' he 's young master now, I 'm very sure, 
He has mair sense than slight auld friends, tho' poor : 
But yesterday he ga'e us mony a tug, 
And kiss'd my cousin there frae lug to lug. 

Glaud. Ay, ay, nae doubt o't, and he *1I do *t again: 
But, be advis'd, his company refrain ; 
Before, he as a shepherd, sought a wife, 
Wi' her to live a chaste and frugal life ; 
But now grown gentle, soon he will forsake : 

Sic godly thoughts, and brag of being a rake. 
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rake! what's that? — sure if it means 
ightill, 

sr be 't, else I ha'e tint my skill. 
|Daft lassie, ye ken nought of the affair, 
ig and good, and gentle's unco rare ? 
a graceless spark, that thinks nae shame 
mat like of us thinks sin to name.* 
|ae void of shame, they '11 never stap, 
how aften they ha'e had the clap 5 
fll tempt young things, like you, with youditk 
flushed, 
ik ye a* their jest when ye *re debauch'd. 
mry then I say, and never gi'e 
ouragement, or bourd wi' sic as he, 
* e S8y* Si r William *s virtuous, and o' gentle blood j 
d may not Patrick too like him be good ? 
tlaud. That's true, and mony gentry mail* than he, 
they are wiser, better are than we 5 
t thinner sawn ; they Ye sae puft up wi* pride, 
ere *s mony o* them mocks ilk haly guide, 
at shaws the gate to heaven — I 've heard my sell, 
ne of them laugh at doomsday, sin, and hell. 
fenny. Watch o'er us, father ! heh ! that *s very odd, 
e him that doubts a doomsday, doubts a God. 
llaud. Doubt ! why they neither doubt nor judge, 

nor think, 
r hope, nor fear 5 but curse, debauch and drink 5 J 
t Tm no saying this, as if I thought f 

at Patrick to sic gaits will e'er be brought. j ) 

y eggy. The Lord forbid ! na, he kens better thingf 
t here comes aunt j her face some fedy bnw^ f 
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Madge enters* 

Madge. Haste, haste ye, we *re a' sent for o*er the 
gate, 
To hear, and help to redd some odd debate, 
'Tween Mause and Bauldy, "bout some witchcraft spell 
At Syraon's house, the knight sits judge himsell. 

Glaud. Lend me my staff Madge, lock die outer 

door, 
And bring the lasses w? ye $ I '11 step before. [Exit, 

Madge. Poor Meg 1— Look, Jenny, was the like e'er 
seen ? 
How bleer'd and red with greeting, look her een \ 
This day her brankan wooer takes his horse, 
To strut a gentle spark at Edinburgh cross $ 
To change his kent, cut fra the branchy plain, 
For a nice sword, and glancing headed cane $ 
To leave his ram-horn spoons and kitted whey, 
For gentler tea, that smells like new-won hay j 
To leave the green-swaird dance when we gae milk, 
To rustle amang the beauties clad in silk. 
But Meg, poor Meg ! maun wi* the shepherds stay, 
And take what God will send in hodden-gray. 

Peggy. Dear aunt, what need ye fasli us wi' your 
scorn? 
I 's no my faut that I *m nae gentler born. 
Gif I the daughter of some laird had been, 
I ne'er had notie'd Patie on the green 5 
Now since he rises, why shou'd I repine ? 
If he *$ made for another, he *ll ne'er be mine 2 

1 
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nd then, the like has been, if the decree 

^signs him mine, I yet his wife may be. 

Madge. A bonny story, trowth !— But we delay % 

in up your aprons baith, and come away. [Exeunt* 

SCENE 111. 



PROLOGUE. 

Sir WiHiam fills the twa-arm'd chair, 

While Symon, Roger, Glaud and Mause 
attend, and wi* loud laughter hear 

Daft Bauldy bluntly plead his cause : 
For now 't is t el I'd him that the taz 

Was handled by revengfu' Madge, 
Because he brak good breeding's laws, 

And wi' his nonsense rais'd their rage. 

* William, Pat-is, Roger, Symon, Glaud, 

Bauldy, and Mause. 
S\r miUam. And was that all r—Weel, Bauldy, ye 

wasserv'd 
> otherwise than what ye well deserv'd. 
as it so small a matter to defame* 
nd thus abuse an honest woman's name? 
:sides your going about to have betray'd, 
f perjury, an innocent young maid. 
Butddy. Sir, I confess my faut thro' a' the steps, 

* 

ad ne'er again shall be untrue to Nepe. 
Mause* Thus far, sir, he oblig'd me on the score, 
tend na that they thought me sic before. 
Bauldy. An *t like your honour, I believ'd it weel $ 
it trowth I was e'en doil't to seek the de'il. 
ft, wi* your honour's leave, tho' she 's hae witcfc, 
?'s baith a alee and a revengeftT > • ■ • ■ 

I 
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ind that my some place finds ; ■ ■ but I had best 
tud in my tongue; for yonder comes the ghaist, 
nd the young bonny witch, whase rosie cheek, 
;nt me, without my wit, the de'il to seek. 

Madge, Peggy, and Jenny enter. 

Sir William. [Looking at Peggy .] Whose daughter *] 
she that wears th' Aurora gown, 
9 With face so fair, and locks a lovely brown ? 
j How sparkling are her eyes ! what v s this, I find, 
I The girl brings all my sister to my mind ? 
Such were the features once adorn'd a face, 
Which death too soon depriv'd of sweetest grace. 
Is this your daughter, Glaud ?■ ■ ■ 

Glaud. ■ Sir, she *s my niece 

And yet she *s not— but I shou'd haud my peace. 

Sir William. This is a contradiction j what d 'j 
mean ? 
She is, and is not! pray thee, Glaud, explain. 

Glaud* Because I doubt, if I should make appear 
What I ha'e kept a secret thirteen yea r 

Mause. You may reveal what I can fully clear. 

Sir William. Speak soon } I 'm all impatience !■ 

Patie. . So am I ! 

For* much I hope, and hardly yet know why. 

Glaud. Then, since my master orders, I obey- 
T his bonny foundling, ae clear morn of May, 
Close by the lee»side of my door I found, 
All sweet and clean, and carefully hapt round, 
In infant- weeds, of rich and gentle make. 
Whatcou'd they be, thought I, did ttoe forsake 
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Wha, warse than brutes, cou'd leave expos'd to air 

Sae much o' innocence, sae sweetly fair, 

Sae helpless young ? for she appeared to me, 

Only about twa towmonds auld to be. 

I took her in my arms j the bairnie snnTd 

Wi* sic a look, wad made a savage mild. 

I hid the story, she has pass'd since syne 

As a poor orphan, and a niece of mine : 

Nor do I rue my care about the wean, 

For she 's weel worth the pains that I ha*e tane. 

Ye see she *s bonny j I can swear she 's good, 

And am right sure she 's come o' gentle blood j 

Of whom I kenna— naething ken I mair, 

Than what I to your honour now declare. 

. Sir William. This tale seems strange 1 

Patie. The tale delights my ear 1 

Sir William, Command your joys, young man, till 
truth appear. 

Manse. That be my task — Now, sir, bid a"" be hush* 
Peggy may smile— Thou hast nae cause to blush* 
Lang ha'e I wish'd to see this happy day, 
That I might safely to the truth gi'e way j 
That I might now Sir William Worthy name, 
The best and nearest friend that she can claim. 
He saw *t at first, and wi' quick eye did trace, 
His sister's beauty in her daughter's face. 

Sir William. Old woman do not rave — prove what 
you say $ 
*T is dangerous in affairs like this to play. 

is 
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Path. What reason, sir, can an old woman have 
To tell a lie, when she *s sae near her grave ? 
But how, er why, it should be truth, I grant, 
I every thing that looks like reason want. 

Omnes. The story 's odd 1 we wish we heard it out. 

Sir William. Make haste, good woman, and resolve 

each doubt. 
[Mause goes forward, leading ?eggy to Sir William. 

Mause. Sir, view me weel, has fifteen years so plow'd 
A wrinkled face that you ha'e aften view'd, 
That here I as an unknown stranger stand, 
Who nurs'd her mother that how holds my hand ! 
Yet stronger proofs I *11 gi'e, if you demand. 

Sir William. Ha ! honest nurse, where were my eyes 
before? . 
I know thy faithfulness, and need no more ; 
Yet from the lab'rihth to lead out my mind, 
Say, to expose her, who was so unkind ? 
\Sir William embraces Peggy, and makes her sit by him* 

Sir William. Yes surely, thou *rt my niece, truth 
must prevail : 
But no more words, tjll Mause relate her tale. 

Paiie. Good nurse, gae on ; nae music *s hafFsae fine* 
Or can gi"e pleasure like these words of thine. 

Mause. Then it was I that sav'd her infant life, 
Her death being threatened by an uncle's wife. 
The story *s lang 5 but I the secret knew, 
How they pursu'd, wi* avaricious view, 
Her rich estate, of which they *re now possest i 
AH this to me a confident confest. 
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I heard wi' horror, and wi' trembling dread, 
They'd smother the sakeless orphan in her bed ! 
That very night, when a* were sunk in rest, 
At midnight-hour the floor I saftly prest, 
And staw the sleeping innocent away, 
With whom I travelled some few miles ere day. 
Ail day I hid me — when the day was done, 
I kept my journey lighted by the moon, 
Till eastward fifty miles I reach'd these plains, 
Where needfu' plenty glads your chearf u' swains* 
Afraid of being found out, I to secure 
My charge, e'en laid her at this shepherd's door j 
And took a neighbouring cottage here, that I 
Whate'er shou'd happen to her, might be by. 

Here honest Glaud himself, and Symon may, 

Remember weel how I that very day, 

Frae Roger's father took my little crove. 

Glaud. {With tears of joy stealing down his beard.] 

I weel remember 't : Lord reward your love ! 

Lang ha'e 1 wish'd for this j for aft I thought, 

Sic knowledge some time shou'd about be brought. } 
Patie. 'T is now a crime to doubt — my joys are full, 

Wi* due obedience to my parent's will. 

Sir, wi* paternal love, survey her charms, 

And blame me not for rushing to her arms. 

She 's mine by vows, and would, tho' still unknown. 

Have been my wife, when I my vows durst own. 
Sir William. My niece I my daughter I welcome to 
. my care, 

Sweet image of thy mother, good and fair, 

I U) 
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Equal with Patrick. Now my greatest aim 
Shall be to aid your joys, and well-match'd flame. 
My boy, receive her from your father's hand, 
With as good will as either would demand. 

[Patie and Peggy embrace, and kneel to Sit William 

Patie, WV as much joy this blessing I receive, 
As ane wad life, that's sinking in a wave. 

Sir William. [Raising them.] t give you both mj 
blessing : may your love 
Produce a happy race, and still improve. 

Peggy, My wishes are complete— -my joys arise, 
Whilst I 'm haff dizzy with the blest surprise j 
And am I then a match for my ain lad, 
That for me so much generous kindness had ? 
Lang may Sir William bless the happy plains, 
Happy, while Heaven grant he on them remains. 

Patie. Be lang our guardian, still our master be. 
We '11 only crave what you shall please to giVj 
Th' estate be your's, my Peggy's ane to me. 

Gland. I hope your honour now will tak amends 
Of them that sought her life for wicked ends. 

Sir William. The base unnat'ral villain soon sJiaU 
know, 
That eyes above watch the affairs! below : 
I '11 strip him soon of all to her pertains, 
And make him reimburse his ill got gains. 

Peggy. To me the views of wealth, and an estate 
Seein light, when put in balance wi' my Pate: 
For his sake only, I *11 ay thankfu' bow 
For such a kindness, best of men, to you* 
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Symon, What double blythness wakens up this day I 
I hope now, sir, you "11 no soon haste away. 
Shall I unsaddle your horse, and gar prepare 
A dinner for ye of hale country fare? 
See how much joy unwrinkles every brow, 
Our looks hing on the twa, and doat on you : 
Even Bauldy the bewitch 'd, has quite forgot 
Fell Madge's taz, and pawky Mause's plot. 
Sir William. Kindly old man, remain with you this 
day! 
I never from these fields again will stray : 
Masons and wrights shall soon my house repair. 
And busy gard'ners shall new planting rear s 
My father's hearty table you soon shall see 
Restor'd, and my best friends rejoice with me. 
Symon. That's the best news I heard this twenty 
year } 
New day breaks up, rough times begin to clear. 

Glaud. God save the king, and save Sir William lang, 
T' enjoy their ane, and raise the shepherd's sang. 

Roger. Wha winna dance ? wha will refuse to sing ? 
What shepherd's whistle winna lilt tt*e spring ? 
Bauldy. IVi friends wi' Mause — wi' very Madge 
I^gree'd, 
Altho* they skelpit me when woodly flied t 
I 'm now fu' blyth and frankly can forgive, 
To join and sing, Lang may Sir William live. 

Madge. Lang may he live, and, Bauldy, learn to steek . 
Your gib a wee, and think before ye speak j 
And never ca' her auld that wants a man, 
Else ye may yet some witch's fingers ban. 



9< THE GENTLE SHEPHERD. A3 V. 

This day I *ll wi' the youngest of ye rant, 
And brag for ay that I was ca'd the aunt 

Of our young lady my dear bonny bairn ! 

Peggy. Nae other name I '11 ever for you learn 
And, my good nurse, how shall I gratefu' be 
For a' thy matchless kindness done for me ? 

Mause. The flowing pleasures of this happy day 
Does fully all I can require repay. 
* Sir William. To faithful Symon, and kind Glaud, to 

you, 

And to your heirs, I give an endless feu, 

The mailens ye possess, as justly due, 

For acYing like kind fathers to the pair, 

Who have enough besides and these can spare, 

Mause, in my house, in calmness close your days, 

With nought to do but sing your Maker's praise. 

Omnes. The Lord of heaven return your honour's 
love, 
Confirm your joys, and a % your blessings roove. 

Patie. presenting Roger to Sir William.] Sir, here *s 
my trusty friend, that always shared 
My bosom secrets, ere I was a laird j 
Glaud's daughter, Janet, (Jenny think nae shame) 
Rais'd, and maintains in him a lover's flame : 
Lang was he dumb, at last he spake and won, - 
And hopes to be our honest uncle's son j 
Be pleas'd to speak to Glaud for his consent, 
That nane may wear a face of discontent. 

Sir William. My son's demand is fair— Glaud let rae 
crave 
That Trusty Roger may your daughter have 
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With frank consent ; arid while he does remain 
Upon these fields, 1 make him chamberlain. 

Glaud.You croud your bounties* sir ; what can we say. 
Put that we 're dyvours that can ne'er repay ! 
What 'er your honour wills, I shall obey, 
Roger, my daughter with my blessing take, 
And still our master's right your business make. 
Please him, be faithful, and this auld grey head, 
Shall nod with quietness down amang the dead. 

Roger. I ne'er was good at speajdng a* my days, 
Or ever loo'd to mak o'er great a fraise j 
But for my master, father, and my wife* 
I will employ the cares of a' my life. 

Sir fTi/Iiam. My friends, I'm satisfy'd you'll all 
behave, 
Each in his station, a9 1 'd wish or crave* 
Be ever virtuous, soon or late ye '11 find 
Reward and satisfaction to your mind. 
The maze of life sometimes looks dark and wild ; 
And oft when hopes are highest, were beguil'd. 
Oft when we stand on brinks of dark despair* 
Some happy turn with joy dispels our care. 
Now all's at rights, who sings best, let me hear. 

Peggy, When you demand, I readiest should obey \ 
I '11 sing you one, the newest that I ha'e. 

SANG XXI. Tune, Corn riggs are honny. 
My Patie is a lover gay, 

His mind is never muddy j 
His breath is sweeter than new bay^ 

Hi j face is fair and ruddy \ 
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His shape is handsome, middle size, 

He '/ comely in bis walking 5 
The shining of bis een surprize, 

*Tis heaven to bear him talking* 

Last night J met him on a bawk, 

Where yellow corn was growing, 
There mony a kindly word he spoke, 

That set my heart a glowing. 
He kissed and vow^d he wad be mine, 

And loo*d me best ofony, 
That gars me like to sing sinsyne, 

O corn-riggs are bonny. 

Let lasses of a silly mind 

Refuse what maist they ''re wanting, 
Since we for yielding are designed, 

We chastly should be granting. 
Then 1 7/ comply, and marry Pate? 

And syne my cockernony\ 
He % sfree to towzel, air or late, 

Where corn-riggs are bonny. 

[Exeunt Onmes. 



GLOSSARY; 



OR, 



NATION of the Scotch words used by the Author, 
aire rarely or never found in the modern English 
ige. 



er'al Rules, shewing wherein many Southern and Nor- 
vords are origihally the same, having only a Utter changed 
ber, or sometimes one taken away, or added. 



ty words ending with 


Scots. 


English. 


tr an a, or u, the lis 


Bow, 


Boll. 


mnded. 


Bowt, 


Bolt. 


English: 


Caff, 


' Cal f- „: 


JLL. 


Cow, 


' Coll, or Clip. 


Ball. 


Faut, 


• Fault. 


Call. 


Fause, 


False. 


tall. 


Fowk, 


Folk. 


Gall. 


Fawn, 


• Fallen. 


' Hall. 


Govvd, 


Cold. 


' Small. 


HaflF, 


' half. 


Stall. 


How, 


hole, or Hollow. 


Wall. 


Howms, 


Holms. 


'U, Full. 


Maut, 


Malt. 


•u, Pull. 


Pow, 


Poll. 


U, Wool. 


Row, 


Roll. 




Scawd, 


Scald. 


changes to a, W, or 


Stown, 


S.olen. 


r 0, or' a, and itjfre- 


Wawk, 


Walk. 


sunk hefore another 






nt; as 


HI. An o 


he/ore Id, changes 


English. 


to an a. 


, wau; as, 


JlAlm. 


Scots. 


English. 


, Baulk. 


A u * d > u 


L * 


Bulk. 


Bauld, 


Bold. 



4*r 
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Scott English. 

Cauld, Cold. 

FauW. Fold. 
Hald, <?r had, Hold. 

Said, &/d. 

Tald, 7Vtf. 

Wad, fTw/i. 

IV. XJ&* o, oe, or ow, » 

, charged to a, ae, or m; as, 
Scots. English. 

j\E, or ane, 0# £ - 

Aeten, Oatoi. 

Aff, Of 

Aften, %m« 

Aik, Oak. 

Aith, 0a/i&. 

Ain, or awn, Own. 



A lane, 

A ma is t, 

Amang, 

Airs, 

Aits, 

Apen, 

Awner, 

Bain, 

Bair, 

Bafth, 

Blaw, 

Braid, 

Claith, 

Craw, 

Dtap, 

Fae, 

Frae, 

Gae, 

Gaits, 

Grane, 

Haly, 

Hale, 

Halesome, 

Hatae, 

Hait or het, 

Laith, * 

Laid, 



Atone. 

Almost, 

-Among, 

Oar* 

Vats 

Open. 

Owner, 

Bone. 

Bore. 

Both. 

Blow. 

Broad, 

Clotb. 

Crow. 

Drop. 

Foe. 

Fro, Of From. 

Go. 

Coats. 

Groan. 

Holy. 

mole. 

Wholes ;me. 

Borne. 

Hot. 

Loath. 

'Load. 



Scots. 
Lain, or len, 
tang, 
Law, 
^fae, 
Maist, 
Mair, 
Mane, 
Maw, 
Na, 
Nane, 
Nathrng, 
Pape, 
Rae, 
Rair, 
Raip, 
Raw, 
Saft, 
Saip, 
Sair, 
Sang, 
Slaw, 
Snaw, 
Strake. 
Staw, 
St ane, 
Saul, 
"'ae, 

'aiken, 

'angs, 

Thrang, 

Wae, 

Wame, 

Wan, 

War, 

Wark, 

Warld, 

Wha, 



English. 
Loan. 
Long. 
Low. 
Mot. 
Most. 
More. 
Moan. 
Mow. 
No. 
None. 
Nothing* 
Po^e. 
Hoe. 
Roar. 
Rope. 
Row. 
Soft. 
Sbap. 
Sore. 

low. 
Snow, 
Stroak* 
Stole. 
Stor.e, 
Soyl. l 
Toe. 
Token* 

Tongs, 

Wo*n\h. 

Won'. 

Worse. 

Work. 

World. 

Who. 



£ 



V. The o, or vt f is frequently, 
changed into 1 ; as. 
Scots: English. 

Bill, Bull. 



English. 

Bum. 

Brother. 

Foot. 

pother* 

Honey. 

Other. 



Glossary. 

Scots. 

Mithcr, 

Nits, 
Nise, 

S^ 

Rin, 

Sin, 
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English. 

Mother* 

Nuts. 

Note, 

Put. 

Bun. 

Sun. 






i 



'.i 



*.v 



J 



M\A i. M 



A 

ABlins, perhaps. 
** Aboon, abo\e. 
Aikcrbraid y the breadth of an 

acre. 
Air, long since, early. Air up, 

soon up in the morning. 
A*brie, cup -board. 
Anew, en. ugh. 
Aries, earnest of a bargain. 
A*e, ashes. 
At.ains, or at ants, at once, 

at the same time. 
At tour, out -over. 
Auld-farran, ingenious. 
Awglebargin , or tagglebargin, 

to contend and wrangle. 
Awsome, frightful, terrible. 
Aynd, the breadth. 

B. 

JjAck-sey, a surloin, 
Badrans, a cat. 

Baid, staid, abode. 

iBairns, children. 

Balen, whale-bone. 

Bang, is sometimes an ac- 
tion of haste. We say, 
he or it came xti* a bang. 
A bang also means a great 
number. Of customers ibe 
bad a bang. 

Bangster, a blustering roar- 
ing person. 

Bamocks, a sort of bread 
thicker than cakes, and 
round. 

Barkti.'d, when mire, blood, 
<sc. hardens upon a thing 
like bark. 

Banikbood, a fit of drunken 
P l X*y passion. 



Barrow-trams, the staves of a 
hand-barrow. 

Baits, cholic. 

Bawbee, halfpenny. 

Boucb, sorry, indifferent. 

Baiusy, bawsand-Jac'd, 18 a 
cow, or a horse, with a 
white face. 

Bedeen, immediately, in haste. 

Befi, beaten. 

Begoud, began. 

BegrutLn, all in tears. 

Beik, to bask. 

Betid, or bed, a shelter. 

Bein, or been, wealthy. A 
been bouse, a warm welU 
furnished one. 

Beit, or beeir, to help, repair. 

Bells, bubbles. 

Beltan, the 3d of May, or 
Rood-day. 

Bended, drunk hard. 

Benn, the inner-room of q 
house. 

Bennison, blessing. 

Be r sell, or bensail, force. 

Bent, the open field. 

Bieuk, baked. 

Bicker, a wooden dish. 

Bckering, righting, running 
quickly ; school-boys bat- 
tling with stones. 

Bigg, build. Btgget, built. 
Btggings, building. 

Biggonet, a linen cap, or coif, 

BUly, brother. 

Byre, or byar, a cow-stall. 

Birks, birch-trees. 

Btde, to drink. Common-? 
people joining their far- 
things for purchasing l|, 
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quor, they call it, birling a 
bawbee. 

Birn, a burnt mark. 

Bimsy the stalks of burnt 
heath. 

Birr, force, flying swiftly, 
with a noise. 

Birs'd, brui3*d. 

Bittle, or beetle, a wooden 
mell, for beating hemp, 
or a fuller's-club. 

Black-a-v c'd, of a black com- 
plexion. 

Blae, pale blue, the colour of 
the skin, when bruised. 

Blastum, beguile. 

Blate, bashful. 

Blatter, a rattling noise. 

Bleecb, to blanch or whiten. 

BUer, to make the eye water. 

Bleeze, blaze. 

Blether, foolish discourse. 

BUtberer, a babler. Stam- 
mering is called blethering. 

Blin, cease. Never blin, ne- 
ver have done. 

Blinkan, the flame rising and 
falling, as of a lamp when 
the oil is exhausted. 

Book, or boke, vomit. 

Boal, a little press, or cup- 
board in the wall. 

Bodin, or b.dden, provided, or 
furnished. 

Bodle, one sixth of a penny 
English. 

Bodward, an ominous mes- 
sage. Bod-words are now 
used to express ill-natured 
messages. 

Boglebo, hobgoblin, or spec- 
tre. 

Bony, beautiful. 

Bonyxalys, toys, gewgaws. 

Boss, empty, 

Mnk, bulk. 

K 



Beurd, jest or dally. 

Bouze, to drink. 

Brocben, a kind of water- 
gruel of oat -meal, butter, 
and honey. 

Brae, the side of a hill, bank 
of a river. 

Braird, the first sprouting ot 
corns. 

Brander, a gridiron* 

Brands, calves of the legs. 

Brankan, prancing, a caper- 
ing. 

Branks, wherewith the rus- 
tics bridle their horses. 

Brattle, noise, as of horse- 
feet. 

Brats, rags. 

Braw, brave, fine in apparel. 

Brechen, fern. 

Brent-brow, smooth high fore- 
head. 

Brigs, bridges. 

Jiriss, to press. 

Brock, a badger. 

Broe, broth. 

Browden, fond. 

Brewster, brewer. 

Browst, a brewing. 

Bru.iment, a broil. 

Buck •, the large sea-snail. A 
term of reproach, when we 
express a cross -natured 
fellow, by a thravm bucky. 

Buff, nonsense. As, He ble- 
ther' d buff. 

Bught, the little fold where 
the ews are enclosed at 
milking time. 

BulUr, to bubble. The mo- 
tion of water at a spring*- 
he^d, or noise of a rising- 
tide. 

Bumbazed, confused. Made 
to stare and look like an 
ideot* 
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Bung, completely fuddled, as 

it were to the bung. 
Bunkers, a bench, or sort of 

long low chests, that serve 

for seats. 
BumbUr, a bungler. 
Bum, a brook. 
Busk, to deck, dress. 
Byline, fustian (cloth) 
But, often for without; as, 

but feed, ox favour. 

Bykes, or bike*, nests or hives 

of bees. 
JBjygane, bypast. 
Jiy-wcrd, a proverb. 



C-A<lg* y carry. Cadger, is a 
country carrier. 

Caff, a calf. Chaff. 

Catlan, a boy. 

Camscbougb, stern, grim, of 
a distorted countenance. 

Cahgle to wrangle. 

Cahkerd, angry, passionately 
snarling. 

Canna, cannot. 

Cant, to tell merry old tales. 

Catraps, incantations. 

Canty, cheerful <;nd merry. 

Capernoited, whimsical, ill- 
lut ured. 

Car, sledge. 

C arena, care not. 

Carle, a word for an old man. 

Carlitie, an old woman. Gire~ 
cariine, a giant's wife. 

Caibel, an h^t pot, niude of 
ale, sugar and eggs. 

CavUnje, spiri'less. Want- 
ing cheertulness in address. 

Cauur, coil or fresh. 

Cawk, ch: Ik. 

C-jafs, chops. 

taping, an ale-measure or 



stoup, somewhat less than 
an English quart. 

A-cbar, or a-jar, aside. When 
any thing is beat a little 
out of its . position, or a 
door or window a little 
opened, we say, They're 
a-cbar, or a-jar. 

CbarUwair., Charles-wain, the 
constellation called the 
Plow, or Ursa Major. 

Chancy, fortunate, good-na- 
tured. 

Chat, a cant name for the 
gallows. 

Ch:el, a general term, like 
fauxv, used sometimes with 
respect; as, He's a very 
good cbiel; and contemp- 
tuously, That chid. 

Cbirm, chirp and sing like a 
bird. 

Cbucky, a hen. 

Clan, tribe, family. 

Clank, a sharpblow, or stroke, 
that makes a nose. 

C ashes, chat. 

Cia.ter, to chatter. 

Ciaugbt, took hold. 

Ciaver, to speak nonsense. 

daw, scratch. 

Cieek, to catch, as with 
hook. 

Cieugb, a den betwixt rocks. 

Cindy, hard, stony. 

Cloc-i, a bettle. 

Clotted, the fall of any soft 
moist thing. 

Cbss, a court or square; and 
frequently a lane or alley. 

Clow, the little lump that 
rises on the head occasion- 
ed by a blow or a t V. 11. 

Clute or clout, hoof of cows 
or sheep. 

Cockcnwny, the gathering of a 
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woman's hair when its 
wrap: or snooded up with a 
band or snood. 
Cocksiool, a pillory. 
Cod, a pillow. 
Coft, bought, 

Cig, a pretty large wooden 
dish the country people put 
their pottage in. 
Cogle, when a thirty moves 
backwards and tore wards 
inclining to fall. 
Coodte, a small wooden ves- 
sel, used by some for a 
chamber-pot. 
Coo/, a stupid fellow* 
Coor, 10 cover. 
Cooscr, a ston'd horse. 
Coast, did cast. ' Coos ten, 

thrown. 
Corby, a raven, 
Coste, sheltered in a conveni- 
ent place. 
Cotter, a sub-tenant. 
Cowp, to fall ; also a fall. 
Cowp, to change, barter. 
Cowj>, a company of people ; 
as merry, senseless, corky 
cowp. 
Cour, to crouch and creep. 
Couth, frank and kind. 
Crack, to chat. 
Creel, basket. 
Crish, grease. 
Creit, a crooked dwarf. 
Croon e, or crune, to murmur 
or. hum over a song. The 
lowing of bulls. 
Crouse, bold. 
Crove, a cottage. 
Crummy, a cow's name. 
Cryn, shrink, or become less 

"by drying. 
Cudtigh, a bribe, present. 
Ctdzie, mtice ornVter. 
Vita, to taste, learn, know. 

K 



Cunx : e, Otc6on:e, coin. 

CV/7, a small parcel. 

Curscbe, a Kerchief. A lintn 
dress wore by our High- 
land women. 

Culed, used kind and gain- 
ing methods for obtaining 
love and friendship. 

Cutis, lots. These cuts are 
usually made of sirawsun-* 
equally cut* 
Cutty, short. 

D 

J)AK* a proficient. 

Dad, to beat one thing 
against another. He fell 
tcj' a dad. He dadded his 
head against the wall. 

Daj\, foolish, and sometimes 
wanton. 

Dajjin, folly, waggery. 

bail or due, a valley, a plain 

Daintiibi, dainties, delicates. 

Dainy, is used as an epithet 
of a fine man or woman. 

Dar.der, wander io and fro, off 
saunter. 

Dan?, did ding, beat, thrust, 
drive. 

Ding dang, moving hastily 
one on the back of another. 

Danii to hide. 

Dasb, to put out of counte- 
nance. 

DoMiy, a fondling, darling. 
To daw:, to cocker a^id ca-* 
ress with tenderness. 

Deave, to stun the ears with 
noise. 

Dim, dairy -maids. 

Diray, merriment, jollity, 
solemnity, tumult, disor- 
der, noise. 

Dera, se v ret, hidden, lonely. 

Leval, t6 descend* fail* hurry., 

• • • 

lij 
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D€wgs y rags, or shapings cf Dowie, melancholy, sad, 

cioth. doleful. 

D die, to act or move like a Downa, downot; i. /. though 

d\v«irf. 
Digbt, decked, made ready; 



or crazy, 
dole or 



also to clean. 
Dinna, do not. 

Dirie, a smarting pain quick- 
ly over. 
J)it, to stop or close up a 

hole. 
Divet, broad turf.. 
Docken, a dock, (the herb.) 
Ddlt, confused and silly. 
Doited, dozed, or crazy, as 

in old age. 
Doll, a large piece, 

share. 
Donk, moist. 
J) on sic, affectedly neat. Clean 

when applied to any little 

person. 
D cfart, a dull heavy-headed 

lei low. 
Dool or drule, the goal which 

gamesters strive to gain 

fir t, (as at foot-ball,) 
Dool, pain, grief. 
Doru, a proud pet. 



one has the power, he 
wants the heart to do it. 
Dowp, the arse, the small re- 
mains of a candle, the bot- 
tom of an egg-shell. Bet- 
ter bajfegfr iban loom. dowp. 
Dram, to speak slow, after 

a sighing manner. 
Dree, to suffer, endure. 
Dreery, wearisome, frigh'.ful. 
Dreigb, slow, keeping at dis- 
tance. Hence an ill payer 
of his debtSj we call dretgb. 
Tedious. 
Dibs, drops. 

Dm el, a little water in a ri- 
vulet, scarce appearing to 
run. 
Droning, sitting lazily, or 
mooving heavily. Speak- 
ing with groans. 
Drou.ed, drenched, all wet. 
Dubs, mire. 
Dut;g, defeat. 
Dum, stroke cr blow. 
Duuy, a doxy. 
Dun % a poignard or dagger. 



Dorty, proud, not to be spoke 
to, conceited, appearing as Dyi.les, trembles, shakes^ 
disobliged. Dyver, a bankrupt. 

Dose; d, cold, impotent. 

Dougbt, could, availed. E 

Doxgbtyj strong, valiant and RAges, incites, stirs up. 
able. 



Dou's, dives under water. 
Douse, solid, grave, prudent. 
D<n, to will, to incline, to 
thrive. 



tardy earth, the ground. 
Edge (of a hill,) is the sid<? 

or top. 
Eeen, eyes. 
Eud, age. 

Eildeem, of the same age. 
Eitb, easy. Eitbar, easier, 
or has lost the spirits; or El buck, elbow, 
wither'd (plant.) . ElJ-sbot, betwitched, shot by 

powf, mournful, wanting fairies. 
vivacity. Ebon, a shoemaker's awl. 



tow, 



dove. 



Doiv'd, (liquor,) that *s dead, 
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Elritcb, wild, hideous, un- 
inhabited, except by ima- 
ginary ghosts. 

Endlar.g, along. 

Ergb, scrupulous, when one 
makes faint attempts to 
do a thing, without a stea- 
dy resolution. 

Erst, time past. 

Estler, hewn stone. Build- 
ings of such we call estler 
work. 

Ether, an adder. 

EnU, to aim, design. 

Even'dy compar'd. 

Eydtnt^ diligent, laborious. 



JTA, a trap, such as is used 
for catching rats, or mice. 

Fae, a foe, an enemy. 

Fudge, a spungy sort of 
bread, in shape of a roll. 

Fag, to tire or turn away. 

Fail, thick uirf, such as are 
u ed for building dykes for 
folds, inclosurea, &c. 

Fain, expresses earnest de- 
sire; as, Fain would I. Al- 
so joyful, tickleu with 
pleasure. 

Fan, neat, in good order. 

Fairfaxv, when we wish well 
to one, that a good or fair 
tate may befal him. 

Fang, the talons of a fowl. 
To fang, to grip or hold 
fast. 

Fa*b, vex or trouble. Fasb- 
ous, troublesome. 

Faugh, a colour betweenwhite 
and TtASbaugo rigs, fallow 
ground. 

Feck, a part, quantity; as, 
Maist feck, the greatest 
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number, naefeck, very few. 

Feckfow, able, active. 

Feckless, feeble, little, and 
weak. 

Feed, or fead, feud, hatred, 
quarrel. 

Feil, many, several. 

Fen, shift, i'end'ug, living by 
industry. Afa* a jen, fail 
upon methods. 

Feme, wonder. 

Femxier, the last or fore-run 
year. 

File, to defile, or dirty. 

Finslaugbt, a flash of light- 
ning. 

Fistle, to stir. A stir. 

Fitsied, the print 01 the foot. 

Jtizzwg, whizzing. 

Flafjir.g, moving up and down, 
raising wind by motion, as 
birds wi<h their wings. 

Flags, flashes, as of wind and 
fire.' 

Flat.e, an arrow. 

Flung, flung. 

Flaugbier, to pare turf from 
the ground. 

Flaw, lie, or fib. 

Fleeub, to coax or flatter. 

tleg, fright. 

Ftewei, a smart blow. 

Ftey crjiie, to affright. Fleyt 
afraid or terrified. 

Fiiniers, splinters. 

Fit:, to remove. 

Flue or H) :;e, to scold, chide,' 

Ftet, did scold. 

Jrltubes, floods. 

Fog, moss, 

Fo^rdays, the morning far 
advanced, fair day light. 

Forby, besides. 

torebearers, forefathers, an- 
cestors. 

Forfain % abused, bt^WfctsAv 



lot 

Ftifougbuv, weary, faint and 
out of breath with fighting. 

Firgainst, opposite to. 

Forgetber, to meet, encounter. 

Foneet, to forsake or forget. 

Forestam, the forehead. 

Foutb, abundance, plenty. 

Foxy $ spungy, soft. 

Fruit, to make a noise. We 
use to say one make a frais 
when they boast, wonder, 
and talk more of a mat er 
than it ii worthy of, or 
will bear. 

Fray, bustle, fighting. 

Freik, a fool, light, imperti- 
nent fellow. 

Frem.il, strange, not a kin. 

Fritted, tr asted. 

Frusb, brittle, like bread 
baken with bu'ter. 

Fuf, to blow. Fuffin, blow- 
ing. 

Furder, prosper. 

Furthy, forward. 

push, brought. 

FurUt, four pecks. 

Fyk, to be restless, uneasy. 

G. 

QAb, the mouth. To prate. 
Gab sae gash. 

Cabbing, prating pertly. To 
gab again, when servants 
give saucy returns when 
reprimanded. 

Cabby, one of a ready and 
easy expression; the same 
with auld gabbet. 

Cadge, to dictate imperti- 
nently, talk idly with a 
stupid gravity. 

-Ca/aw, a hearty loud laugh- 
ter. To ga-wf, to laugh. 

Gait, a goat. 

Gams, £ums, 
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Gar, to cause or force. 

Care, greedy, rapacious, ear- 
nest to have a thing. 

Gash, solid, sagacious. One 
with a long out chin, we 
call g'asb-gabbet, gasv-Oeard. 

Gate, way. 

Gitmt, yawn. 

Gawky, idle, staring, idiotical 
person. 

Gawn, going. 

Gawsj galls. 

Gawsy, jolly, buxcme. 

Geek', to mock. 

Geed or gade, went. 

Genty, handsome, genteel. 

Get or biat, a child, by way 
of contempt or derision. 

Gielangsr, an ili-debter. 

Gif, if? 

GUygacus or gtthg<*puf, a 
staring, gaping fool, a gor- 
mandizer. 

GHpy, a roguish boy. 

Gi /timer, a young sheep (ew.) 

Gin, if. 

Gird, to strike, pierce. 

Gim, to grin, snarl ; also a 
snare or trap, such as boys 
make of horse-hair to 
catch birds. 

Girth, ahcop. 

Gla'-ks, an idle, good for no- 
thing fellow. " 

Glaiked, foolish, wanton, 
light. To give the glai*s, 
to beguile one, by giving 
him his labour for his 
pains. 

Giaister, to bawl or bark. 

Glamour, juggling. When 
devils, wizards or jugglers 
deceive the s;gh , ihey are 
said to cast glamour over 
the eyes of the spectator.. 

Glar, mire, oozy mud. 
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Glee, to squint. 

Gleg, sharp, quick, active. 

Glen, a narrow valley between 

mountains. 
Gloom, to scoul or frown. 
Glffwming, the twilight, or 

evening gloom. 
Giowr, to stare, look stern. 
Glunsb, to hang the brow and 

grumble. 
Gsan, a wooden dish for mea\ 
Goolie, a large knife. 
Gor lings, or gorblings, young 

unfledged birds. 
Gossie, gossip. 
Cowans > daisies. 
Govt, to look broad and 

stedfast, holding up the 

face. 
Couf, besides the known 

fame, a racket or sound 
low on the chops, we 
call a gew/on tbe bajfet. 

Cowky the cuckow. In deri- 
sion we call a thoughtless 
fellow, and one who harps 
too long upon one subject 
a gawk. 

Gowlj a howling, to bellow 
and cry. 

Gousiyt ghastly, large, waste, 
desolate and frightful. 

Crany, grandmo her, any old 
woman. 

Grape, a trident fork ; also to 
grope. 

Gtee, prize, victory. 

Green, to long for. 

G,eet, io weep. Grat, wept. 

Grieve, an overseer. 

Grojj, gross, coarse. 

Gruits, mill'd oats. 

Grovj, to lie flat on the belly. 

Grow.cbe, or glunsb, to mur- 
mur, grudge. 

Grutien, wept. 



Gryse, a pig. 
Gumption, good sense. 
Gurly, rough, bitter, cold. 
Gysened, when the wood of 

any vessel is shrunk .with 

dryness. 
Cytlings, young children. 

H 

JJApt, the cheek, side of the 

head. 
Hagabag, coarse napery. 
Haggise, a kind of pudding, 

made of the lungs and liver 

of a sheep, and boiled in 

the big bag. 
Hags, hacks, peat-pits, or 

breaks in mossy ground. 
Hain, to save, manage nar- 
rowly. 
Halesome, wholesome ; as, 

bat, whole.. 
Hallen, a screen. 
Hameld, domestic. 
Hamely, friendly, frank, open 

kind. 
Hanty, convenient, handsome. 
Harte, drag. 
Hams, brains. Ham-pan, the 

scull. 
Harsbip, ruin. 
Hash, a sloven. 
Haveren or baverel, id, 
Haugbs, are valleys or low 

grounds on the sides of 

rivers. 
Havins, good -breeding. 
Hoviour, behaviour. 
Bass, the throat, or fore part 

of the neck. 
Heal or heel, health or whole. 
Heepy , a pe rson hy pocond ri ac. 
Heeryestreen, the night before 

yesternight. 
Hsex^ to lilt up a heavy thing 



no 



GLOSSARY. 



a little. A heexy is a good 
lift. 

He/tit, accustomed to live in 
a place. 

Hegbt, promised ; also named 

Hempy, a tricky wag, such 
for whom the hemp grows. 

Htreit, ruined in estate,broke, 
spoiled. 

Hesp, a clasp, or hook, bar or 
bolt; also in .yarn, a cer- 
tain number of threads. 

Hetber-bells, the heath blosom. 

Heugb, a rock or steep hill; 
also a coal-pit 

Hiddils, or bidiingt, lurking, 
hiding-places. To do a 
thing in bidiingt, i. e. pri- 
vately. 

Hirple, to move slowly, and 
lamely. 

Hirsle. or birdsale, a flock of 
cattle. 

Ho, a single stocking. 

Hobble shew, a confused racket 
noise. 

Bool, husk. HooTd, inclosed. 

Hooly, slowly. 

Host, or wbost, to cough. 

How or bu, a cap or roof-tree. 

How, low ground, a hollow. 

How! ho! 

Howdered, hidden. 

Howdy, midwife. 

Howk, to dig. 

Ho wms, plains or river sides. 

Howl I IV \ 

Howtowdy, a young hen. 

HurkU, to crouch or bow to- 
gether like a cat, hedge- 
nog, or hare. 

Hut, a hovel. 

Hyt, mad. 

J 

JAck, jacket. 
•/<*& to prick as with a pin. 



Jaw, a wave or gush of water. 

Jawp, the dashing of water. 

Icesbogles, icicles. 

Jee, to incline to one side. 
To jee back and fore, is to 
move like a balk up and 
down, to this and the other 
side. 

Jig, to crack, make a noist 
like a cart-wheel. 

Jimp, slender. 

Jip, gypsie. 

Ilk, each. Ilka, every. 

Ingan, onion. 

Ingle, fire. 

Jo, sweetheart. 

Jowk, a low bow. 

Irie, fearful, terrified, as if 
afraid of some ghost or ap- 
parition. Also melancholy 

Vse, I shall ; as, lit, for I 
will. 

Isles, embers. 

Junt, a large joint or piece of 
meat. 

Jute, sour or dead liquor. 

Jybe, to mock. Gibe, taunt. 

K 

J^Aber, a rafter 

Kale or I ail, colewort, and 
sometimes broth. 

Kacky, to dung. 

Kaii\, a part of a farm-rent 
paid in fowls. 

Kame, a comb. 

Kanny, or canny, fortunate ; 
■also warie, one who mana- 
ges his affairs discreetly. 

Kebbuck, a cheese. 

KecHe, to laugh, .to be noisy. 

K?d<ry, jovial. 

Keek, to peep. 

Kelt, cloth withafreeze.com- 
monly made of native black 
wool." 
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lit 



> strive who shall per- 
nios t of the same work 
i same time. 

know ; used in Eng-. 
as a noun. A thing 
n ken, i. e. within 

ilong staff, such as 
erds use for leaping 
litches. 

o catch a thing that 
s towards one. 
d cast. I id. Coost. 
ucked up. - 
a female gossip, 
churn, to churn, 
in upper petticoat, 
all sorts of eatables, 
>t bread. 

difficult, mysterious, 
y (writings.) 
o tickle, ticklish, 
witty and facetious. 
t beat orstrike sharply, 
buffet led a: d bruis'd. 
rr hiuist, a large lump, 
t hillock, 
i, a knob. 

r, only used in Scot- 
tor the joints of the 
rs, next the back of the 

» 

oblin, or any person 
stands in awe o dis- 
e, and fears, 
e or cows. 

> appear. He '11 kytb in 
« colours, 

ie belly. 



'/, bespattered, cover- 

riih clay. 

aw. 

lanners. 

kick, undervalue, con- 



temn; as, He that lah my 
mare, would buy my mare. 

Landart, the country, or be- 
long. :.g to it. Rustic. 

Lane, alone. 

Langovr, languishing, melan- 
choly. To hold one out of 
langour, i. e. to divert him. 

Lankale, cole wort, uncut. 

Lap, leaped. 

Lapper'A, curdled or clotted. 

Lare, a place tor laying, or 
that has been lain in, 

Lare, bog. 

Lave, the rest or remainder, 

Lawin, a tavern reckoning. 

Law.and, low country. 

Lavrocx, the lark. 

Lowly or lawtitb, justice, fide* 
li.y, honest. 

Leal, true, upright, honest, 
faithful to trust, loyal. A 
leal heart never lied. 

Leam, flame. 

Lear, learning, to learn. 

Lee, untill'd ground; also an 
open grassy plain. 

Legten, a milki g pail with 
one lug or handle. 

Leman, a kepi miss. 

Lends, buttocks, loins. 

Le-gb, laughed.. 

Lew-warm, lukewarm. 

Libbit, gelded. 

Lick, to whip or beat ; item, a 
wag or cheat, we call a 
great Uri. 

Lied, ye lied, ye tell a lie. 

Ljfi, the sky or firmament. 

Ltggs, lyes. 

Lilt, he holes of a wind in- 
strument of music; he: ca 
Lilts up a spring. Lilt it out, 
take off your drink merrily 

Vrnrner, a whore. 

Limp, to halt. 
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Lin, a cataract. 

Ling, quick career in a 
straight line, to gallop. 

Lingle, cord, shoemaker's 
thread. 

Linker, walking speedily. 

Jjffy breasts ; item, the most 
muscular parts; sometimes 
the air or complexion of 
the face. 

Lirk, a wrinkle or fold. 

Lisk, the flank. 

Litb, a joint. 

Loan, a little common near to 
country villages, where 
they milk their cows. 

Loch, a lake. 

Lot, to love. 

Loof, the hollow of the hand. 

Looms, tools, instruments in 
general, any vessel. 

Loot, did let. 

Low, flame. 

Lowan, flaming. 

Lown,ca\m. Kef flown, be secret 

Loun, rogue, wnore, villain. 

Launder, a sound blow. 

Lout, to bow down, making 
courtesey. 

Luck, to inclose, shut up, fas- 
ten. Hence Lucken -banded, 
close-fisted; LuckenGowans 
Booths, &c. 

Lucky, grandmotheror goody. - 

Lug, ear. Handle of a pot 
or vessel. 

Luggie, a dish of wood with a 
handle. 

Lum, the chimney. 

Lure, rather. 

Lyart, hoary, or grey-hair'd. 

M 

JlfAgll, to mangle. 

Mail or make, match, equal 
MaikUss, matchless. 



Mailen, a farm. 

Makly, seemly, well propor- 
tioned. 

Maksna, it is no matter. 

Malison, a curse, malediction. 

Mangit, gal I'd or bruised by 
toil or stripes. 

Mank, a want. 

Mint, to s ammer in speech. 

March or math, a land-mark, 
or border of lands. 

Mark, the marrow. 

Marrow, mate, fellow, equal, 
comerade. 

Mask, to mash in brewing. 

Marking-loom, mash-vat. 

Maun, must. Mauna, must 
not, may not. 

Meikle, much, big, great, 
large. 

Meith, limit, mark, sign. 

Mends, satisfaction, revenge, 
retaliation. Tomakeamerds, 
to make a grateful return. 

Mense, discretion, sobriety, 
good-breedi ng. Mensfu ', 
mannerly. 

Menzie, company of men, 
army, assembly, one's fol- 
lowers. 

Massen, a little dog, lap-dog. 

Midding, a dunghill. 

Midges, gnats, little flies. 

Mim, affectedly modest. 

Mint, aim, endeavour. 

Mirk, dark. 

Mi s caw, to give names. 

Mischance, misfortune. 

Misken, to neglect, or not ta 
take notice of one; also let 
alone. 

Mistutbous, malicious, rough* 

Misters, necessities, wants. 

Mittans, woollen gloves. 

Mony, many. 

Moots, the earth of the grave. 
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Mou, mouth* 

MoHj>y to eat, generally used 
of children, or of old peo- 
ple, who have but few 
teeth, and make their lips 
move fa>t, though they 
eat but slow. 

M-w, a pile or bing, as of 
feuel, nay, sheaves of corn. 

Mows, jests. 

Muckle. see Meihle. 

Mur gullied, mismanaged, a- 
bused.- 

Muicb, coif. 

Mulch km, an English pint. 

N 

ft Achy, or knacky, clever, ac- 
tive in small affairs. 

Hue, nose. 

Nettle, to fret or vex. 

Hcwf angle, fond of a new 
thing. 

Nevel, a sound blow with the 
n'tve or fist. 

Nek, to bite or cheat. Nick- 
ed, cheated; also as a cant 
word to drink heartily ; as 
be nicks fin*. 

Niest, next. 

Nift'er, to exchange or barter. 

Njffhafan, trifling. 

hignays, trifles. 

Nips,\)its. 

Hither, to straiten. Nltberei, 
hungered, or half-starved 
in maintenance. 

Htve, the fist. 

Nock, notch or nick of an ar- 
row or spindle. 

Noit, see knoit. 

Nowt, cows, kine. 

No-wtber, neither. 

Nuckle, new-calv'd (cows.) 



O 



QE, a grand-child. 

O'er' or ewer, too much; 
as, A* o'ers is v ce. 

Overcome, surplus. 

Ony, any. 

Or, sometimes used for ere, 
or before. Or day, i. e. be- 
fore day break. 

Ora, any thing over what is 
needful. 

Oep, to weep, with a convul- 
sive pant. 

Ovgbtlens, in the least. 

Owk, week. 

Overlay, a cravat. 

Oivsen, oxen. 

O-.vtbcr, ei her. 

Oxter, the arm-pit. 



pAddoek, a frog. 

Paddock-ride, the spawn of 
frogs. 

Paiks, chastisement. To paik, 
to beat or belabour one 
soundly. 

Pang, to squeeze, press, or 
pack one thing into ano- 
ther. 

Paugbty, proud, haughty. 

Pazvky, witty, or sly in word 
or action, without any 
harm or bad design. 

Peer, a key or whart. 

Pees, turf for fire. 

Pegh, to pant. 

Pensy, finical, foppish, con- 
ceited. 

Perquire l by heart. 

Pelt, a favourite, a fondling. 
Topettle, to dandle, feed, 
cherish, flatter. Hence to 
take the bet, is to be peev- 
ish or sullen, as commonlr 
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petit are when in the least 
disobliged. 

Pibrougbs, such Highland 
tunes as are played on bag- 
pipes before them, when 
they go out to battle. 

Pig, an earthen pitcher. 

Pike to pick out or choose. 

P'mpin, pimping, mean, scur- 
vey. 

Pine j pain or pining. 

Pingle, to contend, strive, or 



.R 



RAcklest, careless ; one who 
does things without re- 
garding whether they be 
good or bad, we call him 
rackles banded. 

Roe, a roe. 

Rajfan, roving, merry, hearty 

Ratrd, a loud sound. 

Rair, a roar. 

Rack or rook, a mist or fog. 

Rampage, to speak and act 
furiously. 



work hard. 

Pirn, the spool or quill with- Rashes, rushes, 

in the shuttle which re- Rave, did rive or tear, 

ceives the yarn. Pirny Raugbt, reached, 

(cloth) or a web of unequal Ras, to stretch. Rax'd, reach 



threads orcolours, stripped. 

Pitb, strength, might, force. 

Plack, two bodies, or the third 
of a penny English. 

Pople ox Paple, the bubbling, 

- purling, or boiling up of 
water. 

Poortitb, poverty. 

Powny, a little hore or gallo- 
way also a turkey. 

Pouss, to push. 

Poucb, a pocket. 

Pratick, prac< ice, art, strata- 
gem. Privi gpradck, try- Reft, bereft, robbed, forced, 
mgridiculousex}?eriments. or carried away. 

Prets, tricks, rogueries. We Reif, rapine, robbery. 

say, He played me a pre-, i. e. Reik or rink, a course or race*, 
cheated. Tbe callansfu' o* Rever, a robber or pirate. 



ed. 
Ream, cream. Whence ream' 

ing; as, reaming Liquor, 
Redd, to rid, unravel. To 

separate folks that are 

fighting. It also signifies 

clearing of any passage. 

Vmredd, I'm apprehensive. 
Rede, counsel, advice; as, / 

wad na rede you to do that. 
Reek, reach, also smoke. 
Rest, to rust, or dry in the 

smoke. 



pres, i. e. has abundance of 
waggish tricks. 

Prig, to cheapen, or impor- 
tune for a lower price of 
goods one is buying. 

Pnn, a pin. 

Prive, to prove or taste, 

Propine, gift or present. 

Pry me or prime, to fill or stuff. 

Putt a siane, throw a big stone. 

Quey, a young cow. 



Rewib, pity. 

Rice or rise, bulrushes, bram- 
ble-branches, or twits of 
trees. * 

Ryjfe, or rife, plenty. 

Rift, to belch. 

Rtgging, the back or rigback, 
the top or ridge of a house. 

Ripples, a weakness in the 
hack and reins. 

flock, a distaff, 



k 
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it, to commend, 



'en 

t. 

ittv, and often a 

id of rhime. 

ng- 

ir, especially the 

till* and cffwt. 

*y. 

or stack of hay 



red 

Dfl. 

ful. 



taint of the 



thinner and broader than a 
bannock. 

Scowpy to leap or move hasti- 
ly from one place to ano- 
ther. 

Scowtb, room, freedom. 

Scr:mp, narrow, straitened, 
little. 

Scraggs, -shrubs, thorns,briers. 

Scraggy, thorny. 

Sends, ale. A late name 
given it by the benders. 

Scunner, to loath. 
Sell, self. 



Stucb, furrow, ditch. 
II, take away by Sy, to try. 

Seybow, a young onion, 
rump. Sban, pitiful, silly, poor. 

1 boughs of trees Sbam, cow's dung. 
F. Shaw, a wood or forest, 

rinkle. Sbawl, shallow, 

uffle. Sbawps, empty husks. 

Sbeen, shining. 
S Sbill, shrill, having a sharp 

sound. 
Sbirt y clear, thin. We call 
thin cloth, or clear liquor, 
ibire; also a clever wag, a 
sbire lick, 
Sbogy to wag, shake, or jog 

backwards and forwards, 
Sbool, shovel. 
Sboon, shoes. 
bore, to threaten, 
pro- Sbotle, a drawer. 
Sib, a kin. 
Sic, such. 

ire places on the Sicker, firm, secure, 
ills washen down Sike, a rill, or rivulet, com* 

monly dry in summer, 
Siller, silver. 
Sindle or sinle, seldom. 
Sinpne, since that time.— 
Lang sintyne, long ago. 
iaill, to scatter. 



:ing it is, since^p 

guiltless, free. 

•d. 

Akesoud for should. 

pur-blind, short- 

or smell. 

t. 

Hlow, or sallow 



saying, or 
:pression. 



atch. 

are dry piece of 
und. 

the country peo- 
qvfcr the fire, 



Li; 



ft, hurt, damage. 
ff'gb, skittish. 

■ y, shelf. 

tun. Used when 
ons runs barefoot. Also a 
, small splinter of wood. 

llrm, to Hog the hips. 
S*if t to move smoothly »- 

Slunk, a kind of strong broth, 
made of cows hams, or 
knuckles; also to fill drink 

Skirl, to shriek or cry with a 

. Silan, slate. 'Skvlie is aline 
blue slate. 
Skmrii, ragged, nasty, idle. 
Si, H J, a rent. 
Siybaid, a tatterdemalion. 
Myt, fly out hastily. 
Sl„d, or, but, did slide, mo- 
make a thing 



Slap 



tsjly. 



Snack, ready, nimble, clever. 

Sw, to laugh in derision. 

Sntg, to cut; as, Srtg'itfal 

tit web't md. 
Sntit, sharp, smarting, bitter, 

mil"' or breathe 






I lor lying up 

i dispirit by (hiding, 
ibour, and the like; 



*WI, lo ruffle, wrinkle. 
Sid, a thick turf. 
Stay, happy, lucky, fortu- 
- -- - "d for 



S!trr, to bedaub or plaister. 

fid, smooth, cunning, slip- 
pery; as, He 'i a ilia lean. 

Slidiy, slippery. 

Siifiifj, sleep v. 

fal, a mire, ditch, or 
slough; to wade through a 

Stoti, a' bar or bolt for a doer. 

*mB,\ Silly little pitiful fel- 



large and lusty. 
Sort, sorrel, reddish coloured. 
Ssn, to spunge. 
Sen, the noise that a thing 1 

niafces when it tails to tho 

ground. 

Sough, the sound of wind an 
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; of on* 



sleeping. 
Sn.il i, Hummery, or oaf 
meal sowered amongst wf 



*""3 
1 

iretel or divina 

jruphets, augl 

wean irunV 



GLOSftABY. 



H7 



, a torrent, flood or ta- 
xation. 

-, a jump; to leap or 
tip. 

» shoulder, arm. 
to climb. 
, to ask, enquire. 
r, to split, stretch, or 
w asunder. 

r, the place of the house 
ere provisons are kept, 
to spoil, abuse. 
e, spoil, booty, plunder. 
igs, stripes of different 
ours. 

', a tune on a musical 
trument. 
b f spruce. 

led, speckled, spotted. 
, tinder. 

irt, strong and valiant. 
, did sting ; also a sting 
x>le. 

, a pool of standing wa- 
st rong, robust. 
, the stars. Siarn, a 
ill moiety. "We say, 
'er a starn. 

steep; as, set a stout 
"t to a stay brae, 
to shut close, 
to cram. 

or sten, to move with a 
ty long pace. . 
to stretch or extend. 
d a benefice. 
a steer or bullock. 
»r slot, to rebound or re- 
t. 

rough, hoarse, 
to cut or ci op. A stou, 
irge cut or piece. 
I, smarting pain or 
'h. 
dust agitated by winds, 



men, or horses feet. To 
stour, to run quickly. 

Stowtb, stealth. 

Strapan, clever, tall, hand- 
some. 

Strait, a plain on a river side. 

Streek, to stretch. 

StriddU, to stride; applied 
commonly to one that's 
little. 

Strinkle, to sprinkle or strew. 

Stroot or strut, stuff 'd full, 
drunk. 

Strunt, a pet. To take the strunt 
to be petted or out of hu- 
mour. 

Studdy, an anvil, or smith's 
stithy. 

Sturdy, giddy-headed; item, 
strong. 

Sture ovstoor, stiff, strong, 
hoarse. 

Sturt, trouble, disturbance, 
vexation. 

Stym, a blink, or a little sight 
of a thirg. 

Suddle, to sully or defile. 

Sumpb, blockhead. 

Sunkan, splenetic. 

Suncots, something. 

Swak, to throw, cast with 
force. 

Swankies, clever youngfellows 

Swarf, to swoon away. 

Swaso, squat, fuddled. 

Swatch, a pattern. 

SwarUj small ale. 

Swecbt, burden, weight, force* 

Sweer, lazy, slow. 

Sweeties, confections, 
. Swelt, suffocated, choaked to 
death. 

Switb, begone quickly. 

Switber, to be doubtful whe- 
ther to do this or that. 

Syne, afterwards, U\eu. 



,nS 



GLOSSARY. 



JZickel, an arrow* 
Taid, a toad. 

Tane, taken. 

Taf> f ahead. Such a quantity 
of lint as spinsters put up- 

' on the distaff^ is called a 
Lint-tap i 

Tape, to use any thing spar- 
ingly. 

Tappii-ben, the Scots .quart 
stoup. 

Tarrazv, to refuse what we 
love from a cross-humour. 

Tartan, cross striped stuff 
of various colours, check- 

, ered. The Highland plaid. 

Tass, a little dram-cup. 

Tate, a small lock of hair, or 
or any little quantity of 

. wool, cotton, &c. 

Taunt, to mock. 

Tawpy, a foolish wench. 

Tax, a whip or scourge. 

Ted, to scatter, spread. 

fee, a little earth on which 
gamester? at the gozvf set 
their balls before they strike 
them off. 

Teen or tynd, anger, rage, 
sorrow. 

Tee:, to peep out. 

Temome, the number of ten. 

Tent, attention. Tenty cau- 
tious. 

Tbacky thatch. Tbacker, that- 
cher. 

Tbae, those. 

Tbarmes, small tripes. 

Tbeek, to thatch. 

Tbig, to beg or borrow. 

Tbtr, these. 

Thcle, to endure, suffer. 

Tbow, thaw. 

27><nt//m,unactive, silly, lazy, 
heavy. , 



Tbrawart, froward, cross, 
crabbed. 

Tbrawin, stern, cross-grained 

Tbreeb, to aver, all edge, urge, 
ana affirm boldly. 

Tbrimal, to press or squeeze 
through with difficulty. 

Thud, a blast, blow, storm, or 
the tviolent sound of these. 
Cry'd heb at ilka thud; i. e. 
gave a groan at every blow. 

Tidy tide or time; proper 
time ; as, He took the tid. 

Tift, good order, health. 

Tine, to lose. Tint, lost. 

Tinsel, loss. 

Tip or Oppony, ale sold at 2d. 
the Scots pint. 

Tirl, or tir, tofuncover a horst 
or undress a person ; strip 
one naked. Sometimes a 
short action is named a 
Tide; as, They took a tirle of 
dancing, drinking, &c. 

Titty, sister. 

Tocber, portion, dowry. 

Tod, a fox. 

Tooly, to fight. A fight or 
quarrel. 

Toom, empty; applied to a 
barrel, purse, house, &c. 
Item, to empty. 

Tosb, right, neat. 

Tosie, warm, pleasant, half 
fuddled. 

To the fore, in being alive, 
unconsumed. 

Touse or touste, to rumple, 
teaze. 

Tout, the sound of a horn or 
trumpet. 

Tow, a rope. A Tyburn neck- 
lace, or St. Johnstoun rib- 
band. 

Towmond, a year or twelve- 
months. 



s, hose and breeches all 
i piece, 
neat, handsome. 
, exchange. 

to true, trust, believe; 
True ye sae t or Love gars 
rue ye. 
steal. 

appointment, 
turfs, truss, 
to part with or separate 
n 

b, touch. 
ers, sheep of two years 

, plump, fat, lucky, 
vide teen. 
entice, stir up, allure. 

U 
, to detest, hate, nau- 
ate. 

ie, hateful, nauseous, 
rible. 

ie, the late, or deceased 
ie time ago. Cfold. 
6/ or wandocbt, a silly, 
:k person. 
, not easy. 

rd, naked, not clad, un- 
nessed. 

or unco, uncouth, 
nge. 

omt, unlovely. 
, elevated, proud. That 
its or brags of any thing 

W 

!>, or ued, pledge, wa- 
?r, pawn ; also, would, 
wandering by itself, 
moist, wet. 
to pick and chose. 
ft ale , /. <r, the best. 
>, to move swiftly, with 
:)) agitation. 
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Wally, chosen, beautiful. 



large. A benny waliy, i. e. a 
fine thin^. 

Wame, womb. 

Wandough, want of dough t, 
impotent. 

Wangrace, wickedness, want 
of grace. 

War, worse. 

Warlock, wizard. 

Wat or wit, to know. 

Wavgtt, a large draught. 

Jfaugbtt, drinks largiy. 

H ee, little ; sa, A -wanton ute 
thing. 

Wean or wee are, a child. 

Ween, thought, imagined, 
supposed. 

Weer, to stop cr oppose. 

Weir, war. 

Weird, fate cr destiny. 

Weil, rain. 

Wefib, insipid, wallowish, 
wanting salt. 

Wbauk, whip, beat, flog. 

Wbid, to fly ouickly. A wbii 
is a hasty night. 

Wbilk, which. 

Wbilly, to cheat. Wbilly- 
tuba, a cheat. 

Wbingeing, whining, speak- 
ing with a doleful tone. 

Whins, furze. 

Wbisbt, hush. Hold your 
peace. 

IVb'uk, to pull out hastily. 

WbomlH, turned upside down. 

W'gbt, stout, clever, active ; 
iicm, a man cr person. 

Ubin.ptii.g, a turning back- 
ward and forward, winding 
lil.e the meanders of a river 

Win or won, to reside, dwell. 

Winna, will not. 

Wint. och, w i ndo ws. 

Winsctn^ gaining, desirable^ 
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agreeable, complete, large; 

we say, My wintfme love. 

Wtrrykcw, a Bugbear 

Wisent, parched, dry, whi- 
thered. 

Whistle, to exchange money. 

Witbersbins. cross motion, or 
against the s»;n. 

Woo or W, wool ; as in the 
whim of making five words 
ou; of four letters, thu9, z, 
a,e,w; (i.e. J Is it all one 
wool ? 

Wood, mad. 

Woody, the gallows. 

Wordy , worthy. 

Wow I strange! wonderful. 

Wreaths, (ot snow), when 
heaps of it are blown toge- 
ther by the wind. 

Wysing, inclining. To wyse, 
to lead, train. 



Wyson, the gullet. 
Wyt, to blame. Blame. 

Y 

YAmfb, to bark, or make i 

noise like little dogs. 
Tap, hungry, having a long 

desire for any thing ready. 
Yealtou, yea, wilt thou. 
Ted, to contend, wrangle. 
Teld, barren, as a cow that 

gives no milk. 
Terk, to do any thing with 

celerity. 
Tesk, the hiccup. ^ 
Ten, gate. 

Tesneen, yesternight. 
Touditb, youthful nes*, 
Towden, wearied. 
Toxvf, a swinging blow. 
Tuke, the itch. 
Yule, Christmas. 



This Play was originally published, 
June, 1725. 



THE END* 
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PROLOGUE. 



Written by Mr, Steele. 

♦ 
r* s aw/ and raillery to-nigbt 

\bt phase i but that your stage-delight 

in your minds, but ears and sight. 

ices composed of belles and beaux, 

amatic rule is, Have good clothes j 

ie gay spectator's gentle breast, 

feather tragedy's express" d, 

iie unpitfd if ill-dress d* 

stile you full as well advance ; 

nedy you ask Who dance ? 

uhat dire convulsions have of late 

strafled our dramatic state, 

it question, which house first should sell 

encb steps imported by Rucl ? 

can't rise so high vje must agree, 

If afoot in height more ivit than <uv, 

'be genius of our learned age 

) dance and sing quite off the stage 

, comic mirth, and tragic rage, 

taste novo stands, our author draw 

fyour indulgence and apflause* \ 

■ Aij ^ 



IV PROLOOUE. 



For that great end this edifice be made, 
Where humble swain at lady* s feet is laid; 
Where the pleased nymph her conquered lower spies, 
Then to glass pillars turns her conscious eyes, 
And points anew each charm for which she dies* 

The muse before nor terrible nor great \ 
Enjoys by him this awful gil&d seat ; 
By him theatric angels mount more high, 
And mimic thunders shake a broader sky. 

Thus all must own our author has done more 
For your delight than e<uer bard before. 
His thoughts are still to raise your pleasures juTd \ 
To write, translate, to blazon, or to build* 
Then take him in the lump, nor nicely pry 
Into small faults that ''scape a busy eye 5 
But, kindly, sirs, consider he, to-day, 
Finds you the bouse, the aclors, and the play ; 
So, though we stage mechanic rules omit, 
You must allow it in a wholesome wit. 



i j 
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A iy 



&ramatte Personam 



COFENT-GARDEN. 



Don Alvarez, father to Leonora, 
Don Felix, father to Lorenzo, 
Don Car los, in love with Leonora, 
Don Lorenzo, in love with Leonora, 
Metafhrastus, tutor to Camillo, 
San c ho, servant to Carlos, 
Lopez, servant to Lorenzo, 
A Bravo, - 



Men, 

Mr. Wilson. 
Mr. Thompson. 
Mr. Lewis. 
Mr. Farren. 
Mr. Gardner. 
Mr. Quick. 
Mr. Edwin. 
Mr. Bates. 



Leonora, daughter to Alvarez, 
Camillo, supposed son to Alvarez, 
Isabella, her friend, • - 
Jacint a, servant to Leonora, 



Women. 

Mrs. T. Kennedy. 
Mrs. Bates. 
Mrs. Morton. 
Mrs. Wilson. 




THE MISTAKE. 



ACT I. SCENE I. 



The Street* C arlo s and San c ho enter. 

Carlos. 
I tell thee, I am not satisfied : I *m in love enough to 
be suspicious of every body. 

San. And yet, methinks, sir, you should leave me 
out. 

Car. It may be so ; I can't tell ; but I 'm not at 
ease. If they do n't make a knave, at least they'll 
make a fool of thee. 

San. I do n't belie v e a word on 't. But, good faith, 
master, your love makes somewhat of you j I do n't 
know what 't is ; but, methinks, when you suspect me, 
you do n't seem a man of half those parts I used to take, 
you for. Look in my face, *t is round and comely, not 
one hollow line of a villain in it. Men of my fabric 
do n't use to be suspected for knaves ; and when you- 
take us for fools, we never take you for wise men.—: 
For my part, in this present case, I take myself to be 
mighty deep. A stander-by, sir, sees more than a 
gamester. You are pleased to be jealous with your 
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poor raistresss without a cause 5 she uses you but too 
well, in my humble opinion ; she sees you, and talks 
with you, till I am quite tired on *t sometimes ; and 
your rival/ that you are so scared about, forces a visit 
upon her about once in a fortnight. 

Car. Alas ! . thou art ignorant in these affairs ; he 
that's the civily'st received, is often the least cared 
for. Women appear warm to one, to hide a flame for 
another. Lorenzo, in short, appears too composed 
of late to be a rejected lover j and the indifference he 
shews upon the favours I seem to receive from her, 
poisons the pleasure I else should taste in them, and 
keeps me on a perpetual rack. No— I would fain see 
some of his jealous transports, have him fire at the 
sight of me, contradict me whenever I speak, affront 
me wherever he meets me, challenge me, fi^ht m e 

San. Run. you through the guts— 

Car. But he 's too calm, his heart *s too much at 
ease, to leave me mine at rest. 

San. But, sir, you forget that there are two ways for 
our hearts to get at ease; when our mistresses come to 
be very fond of us, or we — not to care a fig for them. 
Now, suppose upon the rebukes you know he has had, 
it should chance to be the latter. . , 

Car. Again thy ignorance appears. Alas! a lover 
who has broke his chain will shun the tyrant that en . 
slav'd him. Indifference never is his lot : he loves or 
hates for ever; and if his mistress prove another's 
prize, he cannot calmly see her in his arms. 

San. For my part, master, I 'm not so great a phi- 
Jesopher as you be, nor (thank my stars) so bitter a 
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lover ; but what I see, that I generally believe ; and 
when Jacinta tells me she loves me dearly, I have good 
thoughts enough of my person never to doubt the 
truth on 't. See, here the baggage comes, 

Jacinta enters with a letter* 

Hist ! Jacinta ! my dear. 

Jacin. Who's that? Blunderbuss! Where's your 
master? 

San. Hard by. [Shewing him* 

Jacin. Oh, sir, I 'm glad I have found you at last ! 
I believe I have travelled five miles after you, and 
could neither find you at home, nor in the walks, nor 
at church, nor at the opera, nor— 

San. Nor any where else where he was not to be 
found. If you had looked for him where he was; 
'twas ten to one but you had met with him. 

Jacin. I had, Jack-a-dandy 1 
- Car. But, pr'ythee, what 's the matter ? Who sent 
you after me ? 

Jacin. One who 's never well but when she sees you j 
I think 'twas my lady. 

Car. Dear Jacinta, I fain would flatter myself, but 
am not able. The blessing's too great to be my lot. 
Yet 'tis not well to trifle with me; how short soe'er I 
am in other merit, the tenderness I have for Leonora 
claims something from her generosity. I should not 
be deluded. 

Jacin. And why do you think you are? Methinks 
she 's pretty well above-board with you. What must 
be done more to satisfy you ? 
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San. Why, Lorenzo must hang himself, and then 
vre are content. 

Jacin. How ! Lorenzo ? 

San. If less will do, he '11 tell you, 

Jacin, Why } you are not mad, sir, are you ? Jea- 
lous of him ! Pray, which way may this have got into 
your head ? I took you for a man of sense before. Is 
this your doings, log ? [To Sancho. 

San. No, forsooth, pert, I 'm not much given to 
Suspicion, as you can tell, Mrs. Forward— If I were, I 
might find more cause, I guess, than your mistress has 
given our master here. But I have so many pretty 
thoughts of my own person, housewife, more than I 
have of yours, that I stand in dread of no man. 

Jacin. That *s the way to prosper : however, so far 
I '11 confess the truth to thee, at least, if that do n't 
do, nothing else will. Men are mighty simple in love- 
matters, sir. When you suspedr. a woman 's falling 
. off, you fall a plaguing her to bring her on again, at- 
tack her with reason and a sour face. Ud'slife, sir, 
attack her with a fiddle! double your good humour, 
give her a ball, powder your periwig at her, let her 
Cheat you at cards a little, and I '11 warrant all 's right 
again. But to come upon a poor . woman with the 
gloomy face of jealousy, before she gives the least oc- 
casion for it, is to set a complaisant rival in too fa- 
vourable a light. Sir, sir, I must tell you, I have 
seen those have owed their success to nothing else. 

Car. Say no more. I have been to blame 5 but 
there shall be no more on't. 
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Jacin. I should punish you but justly, however, for 
what 's past, if I carried back what I have brought 
you. But I'm good natured 5 so, here 'tis 5 open it, 
and see how wrong you timed your jealousy. 

[Gives the letter. 

Car. [Reads."] * If you love me with that tender- 
ness you have made me long believe you do, this let- 
ter will be welcome 5 't is to tell you, you have leave 
to plead a daughter's weakness to a father's indul- 
gence j and if you prevail with him to lay his com- 
mands upon me, you shall be as happy as my obe- 
dience to them can make you. Leonora.* 
Then I shall be what man was never yet. [Kissing 
the letter.'] Ten thousand blessings on thee for thy 
news. I could adore thee as a deity. [Embracing her. 

Jacin. True flesh and blood, every inch of her, for 
all that. 

Car, [Reads again.] € And if you prevail with him 
to lay his commands upon me, you shall be as happy 
as my obedience to them can make you/ Oh, hap- 
py, happy Carlos! — But what shall I say to thee for 
this welcome message ? [To Jacin ta.] Alas, I want 
words ! But let this speak for me, and this, and this, 
and [Giving her bis ring, watch, and purse . 

San. Hold, sir 5 pray, leave a little something for 
our board wages. You can't carry them all, I believe* 
[To Jacinta.] Shall I ease you of this ? 

[Offering to take the purse. 

Jacin. No $ but you may carry that, sirrah. 

[Giving him a box on the tar* 

1 . 
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San. The jade's grown purse-proud already. 

Car. Well, dear Jacinta, say something to your 
charming mistress, that I am not able to say myself; 
but, above all, excuse my late unpardonable folly, and 
offer her my life to expiate my crime. 

Jacin. The best plea for pardon will be never to 
repeat the fault. 
' Car. If that will do, *t is sealed for ever. 

Jacin. Enough. But I must be gone. Success at- 
tend you with the old gentleman. Good bye t' ye, 
sir, [Exit. 

' Car. Eternal blessings follow thee. 

San. I think she has taken them all with her; the 
jade has got her apron full. 

Car. Is not that Lorenzo coming this way ? 

San. Yes, 'tis he. For my part, now, I pity the 
poor gentleman. 

Enter Lorenzo. 

Car. I *11 let him see at last I can be chearful too. 

[Aside."] Your servant, Don Lorenzo How do you 

do this morning } 

Lor. I thank you, Don Carlos : perfectly well, both 
in, body and mind. 

Car. What, cured of your love then ? 
Lor. No, nor I hope I never shall. May I ask you 
how *t is with yours ? 

• Car. Increasing every hour. We are very constant 
both. 
' Lor. I find so much delight in being so, I hope I 
never shall be otherwise. * 
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Car. Thdse joys I am well acquainted with, but 
should lose them soon, were I to meet a cool recep- 
tion. 

Lor. That *s every generous lover's case, no doubt ; 
an angel could not fire my heart, but with an equal 
flame. 

Car* And yet you said you still loved Leonora. 

Lor, And yet I said I loved her. 

Car. Does she then return you 

Lor. Every thing my passion can require* 
. Car. Its wants are small, I find. 

Lor. Extended as the heavens. 

Car. I pity you. 

Lor. He must be a deity that does so. 

Car. Vet I *m a mortal, and once more C3n pity 
you. Alas, Lorenzo ! *t is a poor cordial to an aching 
heart, to have the tongue alone announce it happy ;— 
besides, 'tis mean : you should be more a man. 

Lor. I find I have made you an unhappy one, so 
can forgive the boilings of your spleen. 

Car. This seeming calmness might have the effeel: 
your vanity proposes by it, had I not a testimony 
of her love would (should I shew it) sink you to the 
centre. 

Lor. Yet still I 'm calm as ever. 

Car. Nay then, have at your peace. Read that, and 
end the farce. [Gives bim Leonora V letter. 

Lor. [Reads."] I have read it. 

Car. And know the hand ? 

Lor, *T is Leonora's ; I have often seen it. 

B 
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Car. I hope you then at last are satisfied. 

Lor. I am. [Smiling.] Good-morrow, Carlos. [Exit. 

San. Sure he 's mad, master. 

Car. Mad, say'st thou ? 

San. And yet, by'r lady, that was a sort of a dry* 
sober smile at going off. 

Car. A very sober one ! Had he shewn me such a 
letter, I had put on another countenance, 

San. Ay, o' my conscience had you. 

Car. Here 's mystery in this. I like it not. 

San. I see his man and confident there, Lopez.—* 
Shall I draw him on a Scotch pair of boots, master, and 
make him tell all ? 

Car. Some questions I must ask him \ call him hi- 
ther. 

San. Hem! Lopez, hem 1 

Lopez enters. 

Lop. Who calls ? 

San. I and my master. 

Lop. I can't stay. 

San. You can indeed, sir. [Laying hold on him. 

. Car. Whither in such haste, honest Lopez ? What*,- 1 
upon some love errand ? 

Lop. Sir, your servant 5 I ask your pardon 5 but I 
was going 

Qar. I guess where j but you need not be so shy of 
me any more ; thy master and I are no longer rivals ; I 
have yielded up the cause 3 the lady will have it so, so 
I submit. 
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Lop. Is it possible, sir ? Shall I then live to see my 
master and you friends again ? 

" San. Yes, and what 's better, thou and I shall be 
• * friends too. There will be no more fear of Chris- 
€S tian bloodshed* I give thee up Jacinta ; she 's a 
" slippery housewife ; so master and I are going to 
•* match ourselves elsewhere. 

** Lop. But is it possible, sir, your honour should be 
cl in earnest?*' I'm afraid you are pleased to be merry 
with your poor humble servant. 

Car. I 'm not at present much disposed to mirth $ 
my indifference in this matter is not so thoroughly 
formed j but my reason has so far mastered my pas- 
sion, to shew me 't is in vain to pursue a woman whose 
heart already is another's. "*T is what I have so plainly 
seen of late, I have roused my resolution to my aid, 
and broke my chains for ever. 

Lop. Well, sir, to be plain with you, this is the 
joyfullest news I have heard this long time 5 for I al- 
ways knew you to be a mighty honest gentleman : and 
good faith, it often went to the heart o' me, to see you 
so abused. Dear, dear, have I often said to myself 
'«vhen they have had a private meeting just after you 
nave been gone) 

Car. Ha! 

San. Hold, master, do n't kill him yet. 

[Aside to Carlos. 

Lop. I say, I have said to myself, what wicked 
things are women, and what pity it is they should be 
suffered in a Christian country ! what a shame they 

■By 
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should be allowed to play Will-in-the-wisp with men 
of honour, and lead them through thorns and briars 
and rocks and rugged ways, till their hearts are torn 
in pieces, like an old coat in a fox-chase I I say, I 
have said to mysel f 

Car. Thou hast said enough to thyself, but say a 
little more to me. Where were these secret meetings 
thou talkest of. 

Lop. In sundry places, and by divers ways 5 some- 
times in the cellar, sometimes in the garret, sometimes 
in the court, sometimes in the gutter; but the place 
where the kiss of kisses was given, was ■■ 

Car. In hell. 

Lop. Sir! 

Car. Speak, fury! what dost thou mean by the kiss 
of kisses 1 

Lop. The kiss of peace, sir, the kiss of union, the 
kiss of consummation. 

Car. Thou liest, villain ! 

Lop. I do n't know but I may, sir — What the devil V 
the matter now ? [Aside. 

Car. There *s not one word of truth in all thy 
cursed tongue has uttered. 

Lop. No, sir— 1-— I believe there is not. 

Car. Why then didst thou say it, wretch ? 

Lop. Oh ! ■ 'Only in jest, sir. 

Car. I am not in a jesting condition. 

Lop. Nor I— -at present, sir. 

Car. Speak then the truth, as thou wouldst do it at 
the hour of death. >' 
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Lop. Yes, at the gallows, and be turned off as soon 
as I've done. [Aside* 

Car. What 's that you murmur > 

Lop. Nothing but a short prayer. 

Car. I am distracted, and fright the wretch from 
telling me what I am upon the rack to know. [A side. ] 
Forgive me, Lopez $ I am to blame to speak thus 
harshly to thee. Let this obtain my pardon. [Giving 
him money.'] Thou seest I am disturbed. 

Lop. Yes, sir, I see I have been led into a snare ; I 
have said too much. 

Car. And yet thou must say more ; nothing can 
lessen my torment but a farther knowledge of what 
causes my misery. Speak then, have I any thing to 
hope. 

Lop f Nothing, but that you may be a happier bat- 
chelor, than my master may probably be a married 
man. 

Car. Married, say'st thou ? 

Lop. I did, sir, and I believe he 11 say so too in a 
twelvemonth. 

Car. Oh, torment !— But give me more on *t ; when, 
how, to whom, where ? 

Lop. Yesterday, to Leonora, by the parson, in the 
pantry. 

Car. Look to 't, if this be false, thy life shall pay 
the torment thou hast given me. Begone 1 

Lop. With the body and the soul o* me. [Exit, 

San. Base news, master. 

"J 
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Car. Now my insulting rival's smile speaks out.— 
Qh> cursed, cursed woman I 

Jacinta enters. 

. Jacin. I 'm come in haste to tell you, sir, that as' 
soon as the moon's up, my lady will give you a meet- 
ing in the close walk by the back-door of the garden; 
she thinks she has something to propose to you will 
certainly get her father's consent to marry you. 

Car. Past sufferance 1 this aggravation is not to be 
borne. Go, thank her — with my curses— Fly— and- 
let them blast her while their venom 's strong. [Exit. 

Jacin. Won't thou explain ? What's this storm for? 

San. And dar'st thou ask me questions, smooth, 
fac'd iniquity, crocodile of Nile, syren of the rocks ?— 
Go, carry back the too gentle answer thou hast re- 
ceived $ only let me add with the poet : 

We are no fools ', trollop, my master nor me 5 

And thy mistress may go — to the de<vil with thee. 

[Exit. 
Jacin. Am I awake ?— I fancy not. A very idle 
dream this. Well, I '11 go talk in my sleep to my 
lady about it j and when 1 awake, we '11 try what in- 
terpretation we can make on 't. [Exit. 
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ACT II. SCENE II. 



Camillo and Isabella enter. 

Isabella. 

How can you doubt my secrecy? Have you not 
proofs of it ? ■ ^ -,. 

Cam. Nay, I am determined to trust yout But are 
we safe here? Can nobody overbear us ? 

hob. " Safer much than in, a room." Nobody can 
come within hearing, before we see them. 

Cam. And yet how hard 'tis for me to break silence! 

hob. Your secret, sure, must be of great importance. 

Cam. You may be sure it is, when I confess 'tis 
with regret I own it e'en to you 5 and were it possible,, 
you should not know it. 

hab. 'T is frankly own'd, indeed ; but *t is not 
kind, perhaps, not prudent, after what you knew I al- 
ready am acquainted with. Have I not been bred up 
with you ? And am I ignorant of a secret, which, were 
it known 

Cam. Would be my ruin — I confess it would. I 
own you know why both my birth and sex are thus 
disguised j you know how 1 was taken from my cradle 
to secure the estate, which had else been lost by young 
Camillo's death j " but which is now safe in my sup- 
" posed father's hands, by my passing for his son 5 
*< and 't is because you know all this, I have resolved 
*\ to open farther wonders to you." But before I say 
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any more, you must resolve one doubt, which often 
gives me great disturbance, whether Don Alvarez ever 
was himself privy to the mystery which has disguised 
my sex, and made me pass for his son ? 

Isab. What you ask me, is a thing has often per- 
plexed my thoughts, as well as yours, nor could my 
mother ever resolve the doubt. You know when that 
t young child Camillo died, in whom was wrapped up so 
much expectation, from the great estate his uncle's 
will (even before he came into the world) had left 
him ; his mother made- a secret of his death to her 
husband Alvarez, and readily fell in with a proposal 
made her, to take you (who then was just Camillo's age) 
and bring you up in his room. You have heard how 
you were then at nurse with my mother, and how your 
own was privy and consenting to the plot j but Don 
Alvarez was never let into it by them. 

Cam. Do n't you then think it probable his wife 
might after tell him ? 

lsab. 'T was ever thought) nothing but a death-bed 
repentance, could draw it from her to any one, and 
that was prevented by the suddenness of her exit to 
V other world, «' which did not give her even time to 
'* call heaven's mercy on her. And yet, now I have 
" said all this, I own the correspondence and friend- 
" ship I observe he holds with your real mother, gives 
*« me some suspicion, and the presents he often makes 
" her (which people seldom do for nothing) confirm 
" it. But since this is all I can say to you on that 
*' point, pray let us" come to the secret, which you 
have wade mc impatient to near,, 
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Cam. Know then, that though Cupid is blind, he is 
not to be deceived : " I can hide my sex from the 
*' world, but not from him $" his dart has found the 
way through the manly garb I wear,* to pierce a vir- 
gin's tender heart. I lov e 

I sab. How! 

Cam. Nay, be not surprized at that, I have other 
wonders for you, 

J sab. Quick, let me hear 'em. 

Cam. I love Lorenzo. 

hab. Lorenzo 1 Most nicely hit. The very mam 

from whom your imposture keeps this vast estate \ 

and who, on the first knowledge of your being a wo- 

man, would enter into possession of it. This is in* 

"eed a wonder. 

Cam. Then wonder farther still, I am his wife. 

lsab. Ha! His wife! 

Cam. His wife, Isabella ; and yet thou hast not alt 
y wonders, I am his wife without his knowledge ; 
s does- not even know that I 'm a woman. 

lsab. Madam, your humble servant 5 if you please 

go on, I won't interrupt you, indeed I won't. ' 

Cam. Then hear how these strange things have 
past: Lorenzo, bound unregarded in my sister's chains, 
seemed in my eyes a conquest worth her care. Nor 
3uld I see him treated with contempt, without grow- 
\g warm in his interest : I blamed Leonora for not 
being touched with his merit ; I blamed her so long, 
till I grew touched with it myself: and the reasons I. 
urged to vanquish her heart, insensibly made a con- 
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quest of my own : « *t was thus, my friend, I fell* 
** What was next to be done my passion pointed out: 
u my heart I felt was warm'd to a noble enterprize ; 
" I gave it way, and boldly on it led me." Leonora', 
name and voice, in the dark shades of night, I bor- 
rowed, to engage the objeft of my wishes.—" I 
" met him, Isabella, and so deceived him $ he can- 
" not blame me, sure, for much I blest him* But to 
" finish this strange story : In short, I own, I long 
u had loved ; but finding my father most averse to my 
f < desires, I at last had forced myself to this secret 
" correspondence ; I urged the mischiefs would at- 
" tend the knowledge on't, I urg'd them so, he 
u thought them full of weight, so yielded to observe 
«' what rules I gave him : they were to pass the day 
" with cold indifference, to avoid even signs or looks 
u of intimacy, but gather for the still, the secret night, 
* i a flood of love to recompense the losses of the day," 
I will not trouble you with lovers cares, " nor what 
" contrivances we s formed to bring this toying to a 
€t solid bliss." Know only, when three nights we 
thus had passed, the fourth it was agreed should make 
us one for ever; each kept their promise, and last 
night has joined us. 

hab. Indeed your talents pass my. poor extent; 
you serious ladies are well formed for business \ what 
wretched work a poor coquet had made on't; but 
still there 's that remains will try your skill 5 you have 
your man, but 

Cam. Lovers think no farther, the object of that pas- 
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sion possesses all desire $ " however I have opened to 
« you my wondrous situation. If you can advise me 
" in my difficulties to come, you wihV* But see— 
My husband I 

Lorenzo enter u 

Lor. You look as if you were busy : pray tell me, if 
I interrupt you, I '11 retire. 

Cam. No, no, you have a right to interrupt us, 
since you were the subject of our discourse. 

Lor. Was I ? 

Cam. You were 5 nay, I '11 tell you how you enter- 
tained us, too, • 

Lor. Perhaps I had as good avoid hearing that. 

Cam. You need not fear, it was not to your disad- 
vantage 5 I was commending you, and saying, if I had 
heen a woman, I had been in danger 5 nay, I think I 
said I should infallibly have been in love with you. 

Lor. While such an If is in the way, you run no 
great risque in declaring : but you 'd be finely catch- 
ed now, should some wonderful transformation- give 
me a claim to your heart. 

Cam. Not sorry for *t at all 5 for I ne'er expect to 
find a mistress please me half so well as you would do 
if I were yours. 

Lor. Since you are so well inclined to me in your 
wishes, sir, I suppose (as the fates have ordained it) 
you would have some pleasure in helping me to ai 
mistress, since you can't be mine yourself. 

Cam. Indeed I should not. 
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Lor. Then my obligation is but small to you. 

Cam. Why, would you have a woman, that is in 
love with you herself employ her interest to help you 
to another ? 

Lor. No, but you being no woman might. 

Cam. Sir, 'tis as a woman I say what I do,. and I 
suppose myself a woman when I design all these fa- 
vours to you : therefore out of that supposition, I 
Jiave no other good intentions to you than you may 
expecl: from any one that says, he *s— Sir, your hum- 
ble servant. 

Lor. So unless heaven is pleased to work a miracle, 
and from a sturdy young fellow, make you a kind- 
hearted young lady, I 'm to get little by your good 
opinion of me. 

Cam. Yes ; there is one means left (on this side a 
miracle) that would perhaps engage me, if with an 
honest oath you could declare,' were 1 a woman, I 
might dispute your heart, even with the first of my 
pretending sex. 

Lor. Then solemnly and honestly I swear, that had 
you been a woman, and I the master of the world, I 
think I should have laid it at your feet. 

Cam. Then honestly and solemnly I swear, hence- 
forwards all your interest shall.be mine.' 

Lor. I have a secret to impart to you will quickly 
try your friendship. 

Cam. I have a secret to unfold to you, will put you 
even to a fiery trial. 

Lor. What do you mean, Camillo ? > 
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Cam* I mean that I love, where I never durst yet 
own it, yet where 't is in your power to make me the, 
happiest of— — 

Lor. Explain, Camilloj and be assured, if your, 
happiness is in my power, 'tis in your own. 

Cam. Alas I you promise me you know not what. . 

Lor. I prqmise nothing but what I will perform j 
name the person. 

Cam. 'T is one who is very near to you. 

Lor. If *t is my sister, why all this pain in bring- 
ing forth the secret ? 

Cam. Alas ! it is your— — - 

Lor. Speak I 

Cam. I cannot yet ; farewell. 

Lor. Hold ! Pray speak it now. 

Cam. I must not : but when you tell me your se- 
cret, you shall know mine. 

Lor. Mine is not in my power, without the consent 
of another. 

Cam. Get that consent, and then we -11 try who best 
will keep their oaths. 

Lor. I am content. 

Cam. And I. Adieu. 

Lor. Farewell. [Exit Lorenzo, 

Leonora and J a cint a enter. 

Leo. 'T is enough : I will revenge myself this way : 
if it does but torment him, I shall be content to find 
no other pleasure in it. Brother, you '11 wonder at 
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my change, after all my ill usage of Lorenzo, I am 
determined to be his wife. 

Cam. How, sister 1 sosudden a turn! This inequality 
of temper indeed is not commendable. 

Leo. Your change, brother, is much more justly sur- 
prizing 5 you hitherto have pleaded for him strongly, 
accused me of blindness, cruelty and pride j and now 
I yield to your reasons, and resolve in his favour, you 
blame my compliance, and appear against his interest. 

Cam. I quit his service for what's dearer to rac, 
yours : I have learned from sure intelligence, the at. 
tack he made on you was but a feint, and that his 
heart is in another's chain ; I would not therefore see 
you so exposed, to offer up yourself to one who must 
refuse you. 

Leo. If that be all, leave me my honour to take care 
ofj I am no stranger to his wishes j he won't refuse 
me, brother, nor, I hope, will you, to tell him of my 
resolution : If you do, this moment with my own tongue 
(through all a virgin's blushes) I'll own to him I am 
determined in his favour— You paused as if you 'd let 
the task lie on me. 

Cam. Neither on you, nor me; I have a reason you 
are yet a stranger to : know then, there is a virgin, 
young and tender, whose peace and happiness so 
much are mine, I cannot see her miserable ; she loves 
him with that torrent of desire, that were the world 
resigned her in his stead, she'd still be wretched. I 
will not pique you to a female strife, by saying, you 
have not charms to tear him from her \ but I woul4 
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move you to a female softness, by telling you her 
death would wait your conquest. What I have more 
to plead is as a brother ; I hope that gives me some 
small interest in you ? Whatever it is, you see hov* 
I'd employ it. 

Leo. " You ne'er could put it to a harder service.'* 
I beg a little time to think : pray leave me to myself 
a while. 

Cam. I shall ; I only ask that you would think, 
and then you won't refuse me. [Exit Cam* 

Jacin. Indeed, madam, I am of your brother's 
mind, though for another cause ; but sure 't is worth 
twice thinking on for your own sake : you are too 
violent. 

Leo. A slighted woman knows no bounds. Ven- 
geance is all the cordial she can have, so snatches at 
the nearest. Ungrateful wretch 1 to use me with such 
insolence. 

Jacin. You see me as much enraged at it as you 
are yourself, yet my brain is roving after the cause, 
for something there must be ; never letter was re- 
ceived by a man with more passion and transport ; I 
was almost as charming a goddess as yourself, only 
for bringing it. Yet, when in a moment after I came 
with a message worth a dozen on't, never was witch 
so handled : something must have passed between one 
and t' other, that 's sure. 

Leo. Nothing could pass worth my enquiring after, 
since nothing could 'happen that can excuse his usage 
q{ me -, he had a letter under my hand which owned 

Cij 
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him master of my heart 5 and till I contradi&ed it 
with my mouth, he ought not to doubt the truth on't. 

Jacin. Nay, I confess, madam, I ha' n't a word to 
say for him. I 'm afraid he 's but a rogue at bottom, 
as well as my Shameless that attends him 5 we are bit, 
by my troth, and haply well enough served, for listen- 
ing to the glib tongues of the rascals j but be com- 
forted, madam 5 they '11 fall into the hands of some 
foul sluts or other, before they die, that will set our 
account even with 'em. 

Leo. Well, let him laugh 5 let him glory in what he 
has done : he shall see I have a spirit can use him 
as I ought. 

Jacin. And let one thing be your comfort, by the 
way, madam, that in spite of all your dear afFeclions 
to him, you have had the grace to keep him at arm's 
end. You ha 'n't thanked me for 't ; but good faith 
*t was well I did not stir out of the chamber that fond 
night. For there are times the stoutest of us are in 
danger, the rascals wheedle so. 

Leo. In short, my very soul is fired by this treat- 
ment j and if ever that perfidious monster should re- 
lent, though he would crawl like a poor worm beneath 
my feet, nay, plunge a dagger in his heart, to bleed 
for pardon : I charge thee strictly, charge thee on thy 
life, thou do not urge a look to melt me towards him, 
but strongly buoy me up in brave resentment 5 and if 
thou see'st (which heaven avert) a glance of weak- 
ness in me, rouze to my memory the vile wrongs I've 
borne, and blazon 'em with skill in all their glaring 
colours. 
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Jactn. Madam, never doubt me; I am charged to 
the mouth with fury, and if ever I meet that fat trai- 
tor of mine, such a volley will I pour about his ears. 
Now heaven prevent all hasty vows j but in th« 
humour I am, methinks I 'd carry my maidenhead to 
my cold gave with me before I 'd let it simper at the 
rascal. But soft, here comes your father. 

Alvarez enters. 

Ahv, Leonora, I 'd have you retire little, and send 
your brother's tutor to me, Metaphrastus. 

\Exeunt Leonora and Jacinta. 
I *11 try if I can discover by his tutor, what it is that 
seems so much to work his brain of late j for some- 
thing more than common there plainly does appear, yet N 
nothing that can disturb his soul, like what I have to 
torture mine on his account. " Sure nothing in this 
" world is worth a troubled mind : what racks has 
"avarice stretched me on! I wanted nothing; kind 
" heaven hath given me a plenteous lot, and seated me 
" in great abundance." Why then approve I of this 
imposture ? What have I gained by it ? Wealth and 
misery. I have bartered peaceful days for restless 
nights ; a wretched bargain ! and he that merchan- 
dizes thus, must be undone at last. 

Metaphrastus enters. 

Metaph. Mandatum tuum euro diligenter. 
A to. Master, I had a mind to ask you— 

C iij 
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Metaph. The title, master, comes from Magis and 
Ter 9 which is as much as to say, thrice 'worthy. 

Al<v. I never heard so much before, but it may be 
true for aught I know : but master 

Metaph. Go on. 

AUv. Why so I will if you '11 let me 5 but do n* in- 
terrupt me, then. 

Metaph. Enough, proceed. 

Ato. Why then, master, for the third time, my son 
Camillo gives me much uneasiness of late 5 you know 
I love him, and have many careful thoughts about 
him. 

Metaph. 'Tis true, Filio, non potest praferri, ,nisl 
filius. 

M<v. Master, when one has business to talk on, these 
scholastic expressions are not of use : I believe you a great 
Latinist ; possibly you may understand Greek 5 those 
who recommended you to me, said so, and I am will- 
ing it should' be true : but the thing I want to dis- 
course you about at present, does not properly give 
you an occasion to display your learning. Besides, to 
tell you truth, 'twill at all times be lost upon me; 
my father was a wise man, but he taught me nothing 
beyond common sense 5 I know but one tongue in the 
world, which luckily being understood by you as well 
as me, I fancy whatever thoughts we have to commu- 
nicate to one another, may reasonably be conveyed in 
that, without having recourse to the language of Julius 
Caesar. ~" 

Metaph. You are wrong, but may proceed. 
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Abu. I thank you : what is the matter I do not 
know, but though it is of the utmost consequev e to 
me to marry my son, what match soever I propose to 
him, he still finds some pretence or other to decline it. 

Metapb. He is perhaps of the humour of a brother 
of Marcius Tullius, who 

Abv. Dear master, leave the Greeks and the Latins*, 
and the Scotch and the Welch, and let me go on in my 
business 5 what have those people to do with my son's 
marriage ? 

Metapb. Again you are wrong ; but go on. 

Al*v. I say then, that I Have strong apprehensions, 
from his refusing all my proposals, that he may have 
some secret inclination of his own; and to confirm me 
in this fear, I yesterday observed him (without Jiis 
knowing it) in a corner of the grove, where nobody 
come s 

Metapb. A place oat of the way, you would say 5 a 
place of retreat. 

Abv. Why, the corner of a grove, where nobody 
comes, is a place of retreat, is it not? 

Metapb. In Latin, Secessus. . 

Al<v. Ha! 

Metapb. As Virgil has it, Est in secessus locus. 

Ali>. How could Virgil have it, when I tell you no 
soul was there but he and I. 

Metapb. Virgil is a famous author; I quote his say- 
ing as a phrase more proper to the occasion than that 
jrou use, and not as one who was in the wood with 
you. 
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Al<v. And I tell you, I hope to be as famous as any 
Vir^l of 'em all, when I have been dead as long, and 
have no peed of a better phrase than my own to tell 
you my meaning. 

Metapb. You ought, however, to make choice of the 
words most used by the best authors. Tu <vi<veAdo 
bonos, as they say, scribendo sequare periios* 

Ahv. Again! 

Metapb. 'T is Quintilian's own precept. 

Al<v. Oons 

Metapb. And he has something very learned upon 
it, that may be of service to you to hear. 

Al*v. You son of a whore, will you hear me speak ? 

Metapb. What may be the occasion of this unmanly 
passion ? What is it you would haye with me ? 

Ah). What you might have known an hour ago, if 
you had pleased. 

Metapb. You would then have me hold my peace— 
I shall. 

Akv. You will do very well. 

Metapb. You see I do 5 well, go on. 

Al*v. Why then, to begin once again, 1 say my son 
Camillo 

Metapb. Proceed ; I sha' n't interrupt you. 

Ahu. I say, my son Camillo 

Metapb. What is it you say of your son Camillo ? 

jih). That he has got a dog of a tutor, whose brains 
I 'll beat out, if he won't hear me speak. 

Metapb. That dog is a philosopher, contemns pas- 
sion, and yet will hear you. 

Alv. I do n't believe a word on *t, but I '11 try once 



'A3 11. THE MISTAKE. %% 

again ; I have a mind to know from you, whether you 
have observed any thing in my son 

Metaph, Nothing that is like his father. Go on. 

Al'V. Have a care. 

Metafh. I do not interrupt you j but you are long 
incoming to a conclusion. 

Al'V. Why, thou hast not let me begin yet. 

Metaph, And yet *t is high time to have made an end. 

Al'V, Dost thou know thy danger ? I have not 
thus much patience left. [Shewing the end of bis finger, 

Metaph. Mine is already consumed. I do not use 
to be thus treated ; my profession is to teach and not 
to hear, yet I have hearkened like a school-boy, and 
am not heard although a master. 

Al'V, Get out of the room. 

Metaph, I will not. If the mouth of a wise man be 
shut, he is, as it were, a fool j for who shall know his 
understanding ? Therefore a certain philosopher said 
well. Speak, that thou may'st be known j great talk- 
ers, without knowledge, are as the winds that whistle : 
but they who have learning, should speak aloud. If 
this be not permitted, we may expe6l to see the whole 
order of nature overthrown 5 hens devour foxes, and 
lambs destroy wolves j nurses suck children, and 
children give suck; generals mend stockings, and 
chambermaids take towns j we may expect, I sa y 

Al'V, That, and that, and that, and 

^Strikes him, and kicks him, and then fellows him off with 
a bell at his ear. 

Metaph. O Temporal O mores I 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 



The Street. Lopez enters » 



Lopez. 
Sometimes Fortune seconds a bold design, and when 
Folly has brought us into a trap, Impudence brings 
us out on 't. I have been caught by this hot headed 
lovei* here j and have been told, like a puppy, what I 
shall be beaten for like a dog. Come, courage, my 
dear Lopez j fire will fetch out fire. Thou hast told 
one body thy master's secret, e'en tell it to half a do- 
zen more, and try how that will thrive. Go, tell it 
to the two old Dons, the lovers' fathers. The thing's 
done, and can't be retrieved. Perhaps they '11 lay 
their two ancient heads together, club a pennyworth 
of wisdom a-piece, and, with great penetration, at last 
find out, that 'tis best to submit, where 'tis not in 
their power to do otherwise. This being resolved, 
there 's no time to be lost. [Knocks at Alvarez "s door. 

Alv. Who knocks ? [Within, 

'hop. Lopez. 

Alv. What dost want ? [Looking opt* 

Lop. To bid you good-morrow, sir. 

Alv. Well, goocUmcrrow to thee again. [Retires. 

Lop. What a 1 think he does not care for my 

company. [Knocksjigain 9 

Alv. Who knocks ? 

Lop. Lopez. 
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Alv. What wouldst have ? [Looks out. 

Lop. My old master, sir, gives his service to you f 
and desires to know how you do. » 

Al*v. How I do 1 Why well. How should I do ?— 
Service to him again. [Retires % 

Lop. Sir. 

Ai<u. [Returning.] What the deuce wouldst thou 
have with me, with thy good-morrows and thy ser- 
vices ? 

Lop. This man does not understand good-breeding, 
I find. [Aside.] Why, sir, my master has some very 
earnest business with you. 

jilt). Business! About what? What business call 
he have with me ? 

Lop. I don t know, truly ; but 'tis some very im- 
portant matter : he has just now, as I hear, discovered 
some great secret, which he must needs talk with you 
about. 

j4h). Ha ! a secret, say'st thou ? 

Lop. Yes 5 and bid me bring him word, if you were 
at home, he'd be with you presently. Sir, your hum- 
ble servant. [Exit* 

Alv. A secret, and must speak with me about it !— 
Heavens, how I tremble ! What can this message 
mean ? I have very little acquaintance with him j— 
what business can he have with me ? An important 
secret *t was he said, and that he had just discovered it. 
Alas ! I have in the world but one ? if it be that— 
I 'm lost 5 an eternal blot must fix upon me. How 
unfortunate am I, that I have not followed the honest 
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counsels of my heart, which have often urged me to 
6et my conscience at case, by rendering to him the es- 
tate which is his due, and which, by a foul imposture 
I keep from him. But *t is now too late, my villany 
is out, and I shall not only be forced, with shame, to 
restore him what is his, but shall be, perhaps, condem- 
ned to make him reparation with my own. Oh, ter- 
rible view I 

Don Felix enters. 

Don. FeL My son to go and marry her without her 
father's knowledge? This can never end well. I 
don't know what to do. He '11 conclude I was privy 
to it, and his power and interest are so great at court, 
he may with ease contrive my ruin. I tremble at his 
sending to speak with me— Mercy on me ! there he 
is. [Aside, 

Ato. Ah 1 shield me, kind Heaven ! There 's Don 
Felix come. How I am struck with the sight of him ! 
Oh, the torment of a guilty mind ! [Aside. 

Don FeL What shall I say to soften him ? [Aside* 

Alv. How shall I look him in the face ? [Aside. 

Don FeL 'Tis impossible he can forgive it. [Aside. 

Al<v. He '11 certainly expose me to the whole world. 

[Aside. 

Don FeL I see his countenance change. [Aside. 

Alv. With what contempt he looks upon me ! 

[Aside, 

Don FeL I see, Don Alvarez, by the disorder of 
your face, you are but too well informed of what 1 
brings me here. 
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Alv. 'T is true. 

Don Fel. The news may well surprize you j 'tis what 
I have been far from apprehending. 

Al<v. Wrong, very wrong, indeed. 

Don Fel. The a&ion is certainly, to the last point, 
to be condemned, and I think nobody should pretend 
to excuse the guilty. 

Al*v. They are not to be excused, though heaven 
may have mercy. 

Don Fel. That *s what I hope you will consider. 

Alv. We should acl as Christians. 

Don Fel. Most certainly. 

Al*v. Let mercy then prevail. 

Don Fel. It is indeed of heavenly birth* 

Al'V. Generous Don Felix! 

Don Fel. Too indulgent Alvarez ! 

*« Al^. I thank you on my knee. 

" Don Pel. 'T is I ought to have been there first* 

[They kneel, 

•' Alv. Is it possible we are friends > 

" Don Fel. Embrace me to confirm it. 

[Tbey embrace. 

" Alv. Thou best of men ! 

" Don Fel. Unlook'd for bounty r • 

Alv. Did you know the torment [Rising.] this un- 
happy action has given me- 
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Don Fel. 'Tis impossible it could do otherwise; nor 
has my trouble been lege. 

Alv. But let my misfortune be kept secret. 
«' Don Fel. Most willingly. My advantage is suffl* 

D 
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" cient by it, without the vanity of making it public 
«< to the world. 

" Al*v. Incomparable goodness! That I should 
•« thus have wronged a man so worthy! [Aside.] My 
«' honour then is safe ?" 

Don Fel. For ever, even for ever let it be a secret, \ 
am content. 

AJ*v. Noble gentleman! [Aside.] As to what ad- 
vantages ought to accrue to you by it, it shall be all to. 
your entire satisfaction. 

Don FeL Wonderful bounty! [Aside.] As to that, 
Don Alvarez, I leave it entirely to you, and shall be 
content with whatever you think reasonable. 

Al*v. I thank you, from my soul I must 5 you 
know I must. — This must be an angel, not a man. 

[Aside. 
" Don Fel. The thanks lie on my side, Alvarez, for 
•' this unexpected generosity 5 but may all faults.be 
« c forgot, and heaven ever prosper you. 

" Al<v. The same prayer I, with a double fervour, 
*% offer up for you. 

«' Dm Fel. Let us then once more embrace, and be 
«« forgiveness sealed for ever. 
« Alv. Agreed} thou best of men, agreed. 

[*Fbey embrace." 
Don Fel. This thing then being thus happily termi- 
nated, let me own to you, Don Alvarez, I was in ex- 
treme apprehension of your utmost resentment on this 
occasion 5 for I could not doubt but you had formed 
more happy yiews in the disposal of so fair a daughjer 
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as Leonora, than my poor son's inferior fortune e'etf 
can answer j but since they are joined, and tha t 

Al*v. Ha! 

Don Fel. Nay, *t is very likely to discourse of it may 
not be very pleasing %o you, though your Christianity 
and natural goodness have prevailed on you so gener- 
ously to forgive it. But to do justice to Leonora, and 
screen her from your too harsh opinion in this unlucky 
a&ion, * t was that cunning wicked creature that at- 
tends her, who, by unusual arts, wrought her to this 
Breach of duty, for her own inclinations were disposed 
to all the modesty and resignation a father could ask 
from a daughter; my son I can't excuse, but since 
your bounty does so, I hope you '11 quite forget the 
fault of the less guilty Leonora. 

Al<v. What a mistake have I lain tinder here 1 And 
from a groundless apprehension of one misfortune, 
find my self in the certainty of another. [Aside* 

'' Don Fel. He looks disturbed ! what can this meau? 

[Aside. 

Al<u. My daughter married to his son I Confusion! 
But I find myself in such unruly agitation, something 
wrong may happen if I continue with him j I '11 there- 
fore leave him. [Aside. 

Don Fel. You seem thoughtful, sir; I hope there'* 

ho- 

Alnj. A sudden disorder I am seiz'd with j you 'It 
pardon me, I must retire. [Exit, 

Don Fel. I do n't like this— He went oddly of£-*f 
doubt he finds this bounty difficult to go through with* 

Dij 
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His natural resentment is making an^ attack upon his 
acquired generosity. Pray Heaven it be n't too strong 
for it. " The misfortune is a great one, and can't but 
* c touch him nearly. It was not natural to be so calm : 
€t I wish I do n*t yet drive him to be my ruin." But 
here comes this young hot-brained coxcomb, who, 
with his midnight amours, has been the cause of all 
this mischief to me. 

Lorenzo enters. 

So, sir, are you come to receive my thanks for your 
noble exploit ? You think you have done bravely now, 
ungracious offspring, to bring perpetual trouble on 
me. Must there never pass a day, but I must drink 
tome bitter potion or other of your preparation for 
me? 

Lor. *I am amazed, sir ! Pray what have I done to 
deserve your anger ? 

Don Ftl. Nothing: no manner of thing in the 
world j nor never do. I am an old testy fellow, and 
am always scolding, and finding fault for nothing 5 
Complaining that I have got a coxcomb of a son that 
makes me weary of my life, fancying he perverts the 
order of nature, turning day into night and night into 
day; getting whims in my brain, that he consumes 
his life in idleness, unless he rouses now and then to 
do some noble stroke of mischief j and having an im- 
pertinent dream at this time, that he has been making 
the fortune of the family, by an underhand marriage 
vith the daughter of a man who will crush us all to 
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powder for it. Ah, ungracious wretch! to bring an 
old man into all this trouble* • The pain thou gavest 
thy mother to bring thee into the world, and the 
plague thou hast given me to keep thee here, make the 
getting thee (though 'twas in Our honey-moon)' a 
bitter remembrance to us both* {Exit. 

Lot-. So— —all 's out "-Here '$ a noble storni aris- 
ing, and I 'm at sea in a cock-boat. But which way 
could this business reach him ? By this traitor Lopez 
~-It must be -so, it could be no other way ! for only 
he, and the priest that married us, know of it* The 
villain will never confess, though. I must try a little 
address with him, and conceal my anger. Oh ! here 
he comes. 

Lopez enUrs* 

Lor. Lopez. 

Lop. Do you call, sir ? 

Lor. I find all's discovered to my father; the se- 
cret 's out j he knows my marriage. 

Lop. He knows your marriage ! How the pest should 
that happen, sir? 'T Is impossible, that *s all. 

Lor. 1 tell thee, 'tis triiej he knows every particu- 
lar of it. 

Lop. He does ! Why then, sir, all I can say is, tha£ 
Satan and he are better acquainted than the devil and 
a good christian ought to be. 

Lor, Whicn way he has discovered it I can't tell, 
nor am I much concerned to know, since, beyond all 
iny expectations, I fiiid him perfectly easy at it, and 

D iij 
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ready to excuse my fault with better reasons than I 
can find to do it myself. 

Lop. Say you so ! I am very glad to bear that : then 
all's safe. 

Lor. *T is unexpected good fortune ; but it could 
never proceed purely from his own temper ; there must 
have been pains taken with him to bring him to this 
calm : I 'm sure I owe much to the bounty of some 
friend or other. I wish I knew where my obligations 
lay, that I might acknowledge it as I ought. 

Lop* Are you thereabouts, i* faith ? Then sharp's 
the word 5 I'gad I Ml own the thing, and receive his 
bounty for it. [Aside.] Why, sir — not that I pretend 
to make a merit of the matter, for, alas ! I am but 
your poor hireling, and therefore bound in duty to 

render you all the service I can — —tfut 't is I have 

done it. 

Lor. What hast thou done ?, 

Lop* What no man else could have done j the job, 
sir } told him the secret, and then talked him into a 
liking on't. 

Lor. T* is impossible 5 thou dost not tell me. true. 
Lop. Sir, I scorn to reap any thing from another 
man's labours 5 but if this poor piece of service carries 
any merit with it, you now know where to reward it. 
Lor, Thou art not serious. 
Lop. I am j or may hunger be my mess-mate. 
Lor. And may famine be mine, if I do n't reward 

*hee for it, as thou deservest-^— Dead 

\Mu\ting. a pass at bint 
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Lop. Have a care there. [Leaping on one side.] What 
do you mean, sir? I bar all surprise. 

Lor. Traitor, is this the fruit of the trust I placed 
in thee? Villain! [Making another tbnust at him. 

Lop. Take heed, sir ; you '11 do one a mischief be- 
fore y' are aware. 

Lor. What recompence can'st thou make me, 
wretch, for this piece of treachery ? Thy sordid blood 
can't expiate the thousandth — But 1 '11 have it, how- 
ever. [Thrusts again* 

Lop. Look you there again. Pray, sir, be quiet.— 
Is the devil in you ? 'T is bad jesting with edged tools. 
I'gad, that last push was within an inch of me. I 
do n't know what you make all this bustle about, but 
I'm sure I've done all for the best, and I believe 
't will prove for the best too at last, if you *11 have but 
a little patience. But if gentlemen will be in their airs 
in a moment — Why, what the deuce — I'm sure I 
have been as eloquent as Cicero in your behalf $ and I 
do n't doubt, to good purpose too, if you '11 give 
things time to work. But nothing but foul language 
and naked swords about the house ; sa, sa j run ycu 
through, you dog: why nobody can do business at 
this rate. 

Lor. And suppose your project fail, and I am. ruined 
by it, sir. 

Lop. Why, 'twill be time enough to kill. me then,, 
sir, won't it? What should you do it for now ? Be- 
sides, I an't ready, I'm not prepared, I might be 
undone by 't. - 
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Lor. But what will Leonora say to her marriage be • 
ing known, wretch ? 

Lop, Why, may be, she '11 draw— her sword too.— 
[Shewing bis tongue,'] But all shall be well with you 
both, if you will but let me alone. ' 

Lor, Peace ; here 's her father. 

Lop. That's well: we shall see how things go pre- 
sently. 
« 

Don Alvarez enters. 

j41*v. The more I recover from the disorder this 
discourse has put me in, the more strange the whole 
adventure appears to me. Leonora maintains there is 
not a word of truth in what I have heard ; that she 
knows nothing of marriage : and indeed she tells me 
this with such a naked air of sincerity, that for my 
part I believe her. What then must be their projeft ? 
Some villanous intention, to be sure ; though which 
way, \ yet am ignorant. But here 's the bridegroom} 
I'll accost him.— —I am told, sir, you take upon you 
to scandalize my daughter, and tell idle tales of what 
can never happen. 

Lop, Now, methinks, sir, if you treated your son- 
in-law with a little more civility, things might go just 
as welt in the main. 

Ahv, What means this insolent fellow by my son- 
in-law ? I suppose 't is you, villain, are the author of 
this impudent story . 

Lop. You seem angry, sir — perhaps without cause, 

Abu. Cause, traitor I Is a cause wanting where a 
daughter's defamed, and a nobte fcwmVj ttradalisftdcr 
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Lop. There he is, let him answer you.- 
. Al<v. I should be glad he'd answer me. Why, if 
he had any desires to my daughter, did he not make 
his approaches like a man of honour ? 
. Lop. Yes ; and so have had the doors bolted against 
him, like a house-breaker. [Aside. 

Lor. Sir, to justify my proceedings, I have little to 
say j but to excuse it, I have much ; . if any allowance 
may be made to a passion, which in your youth you 
have yourself been swayed by j 1 love your daughter 
to that excess 
. Abv. You would undo her for a night's lodging. 

Lor. Undo her, sir ! 

Al*v. Yes, that 's the word ; you knew it was against 
her interest to marry you, therefore you endeavoured 
to win her to it in private} you knew her friends 
would make a better bargain for her, therefore you 
kept your designs from their knowledge j and yet you 
love her to that excess 

Lor. I 'd readily lay down my life to serve her. 

Al<v. Could you readily lay down fifty thousand 
pistoles to serve her, your excessive love would come 
with better credentials ; an offer of rife is very proper 
for the attack of a counterscarp ; but a thousand 
ducats will sooner carry a lady's heart; you are a 
young man, but will learn this when you are 61der. 

Lop. But since thing6 have succeeded better this 
once, sir, and that my master will prove a most in- 
comparable good husband (for that he "11 do, I '11 an* 
swer for him) and that 'tis too la,te to recall what's 
already done, sir.— 
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Al<v. What *s done, villain ? 

Lop. Sir, I mean, that since my master and my lady 
are married, and— 

Ahv. Thou ly'st; they are not married. 

Lop. Sir! I say, that since they are married, and 
that they love each other so passing dearly, indeed t 
fancy that— 

Ah). Why, this impudence is beyond all bearing.—* 
6ir, do you put your rascal upon this ? 

Lor, " Sir* I am. in a wood}" I do n't know what 
it is you mean. 

Abu. " And I am in a plain, sir, and I think I may 
" be understood." Do you pretend that you are mar- 
ried to my daughter > 

Lor. Sir, 't is my happiness on one side, as it is my 
misfortune on another. 

Al*v. And do you think this idle project, can suc- 
ceed } Do you believe your affirming you are married 
to her will induce both her and me to consent it shall 
be so ? 

Lop. Sir, I see you make my master almost out of 
his wits to hear you talk so : but I, who am but a 
stander-by now, as I was at the wedding, have mine 
about me, and desire to know, whether you think this 
project, can succeed ? Do you believe your affirming 
they are not married, will induce both him and 1 to 
give up the lady ? One short question to bring this 
matter to an issue, why do you think they are not 
married ? 

Alv. Because she utterly renounces it. 
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Lop. And so she will her religion, if you attack it 
with that dreadful face. D'ye hear, sir? the poor 
lady is in love heartily, and I wish all poor ladies that 
are so, would dispose of themselves so well as she ha? 
done 5 but you scare her out of her senses : bring her 
here into the room, speak gently to her, tell her you 
know the thing is done, that you have it from a man 
of honour, me : that may be you wish it had been 
otherwise, but are a Christian, and profess mercy, and 
therefore have resolved to pardon her : say this, and 
I shall appear a man of reputation, and have satisfac- 
tion made me. 

Jl<v. Or an impudent rogue, and have all your 
bones broke. 

Lop. Content. 

Al*v. Agreed. Leonora ! Who *s there ? Call 
Leonora. 

Lop. All will go rarely, sir; we shall have shot 
the gulf in a moment. [Aside to Lorenzo. 

Leonora enters. 

Al<u. Come hither, Leonora. 

Lop. So, now we shall see. 

AUv. I called you to answer for yourself ; here 's a 
ttrong claim upon you j if there be any tiling in the 
pretended title, conceal it no farther, it must be known 
at last, it may as well be so now. Nothing is so un«. 
easy as uncertainty ; I would therefore be gladly freed 
from it : if you have done what I am told you have 
't is a great fault indeed $ but as I fear 't will carry 
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much of its punishment along with it, I shall rather 
reduce my resentment into mourning your misfortune, 
than suffer it to add to your afHi&ion j therefore speak 
the truth. 

Lop. Well, this is fair play ; now I speak, sir. 
You see, fair lady, the goodness of a tender father, 
nothing need therefore hinder you from owning a 
most loving husband. We had like to have been al- 
together by the ears about this business, and pails of 
blood were ready to run about the house : but thank 
Heaven, the sun shines out again, and one word from 
your sweet mouth makes fair weather for ever. My 
master has been fprced to own your marriage, he begs 
you '11 do so too. 

Leo. What does this impudent rascal mean ? 

Lop. Ha! madam 

Leo. Sir, I should be very glad to know [To Lo- 
renzo.] what can have been the occasion of this wild 
report } sure you cannot be yourself a party tn it. 

Lop. He! he! 

Lor. Forgive me, dear Leonora ; I know you had 
strong reasons for the secret being longer kept; but 
*t is not my fault, our marriage is disclosed. 

Leo. Our marriage, sir ! 

Lor. 'Tis known, my dear, though much against 
my will j but since *t is so, *t would be in vain for us 
to deny it any longer. 

Leo. Then, sir, I am your wife ! I fell in love with 
you, and married you without my father's knowledge? 

Lor. I dare not be so vain to think 'twas lev? ; I 
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humbly am content to owe the blessing to your gene- 
rosity; you saw the pains I suffered for your sake, 
and in compassion eased them. 

Leo. I did, sir 1 Sure this exceeds all human impu- 
dence. 

" Lop. Truly, I think it does. She 'd make an in- 
comparable actress. [Aside. 

Lor, I begin to be surprised, madam, at your carry- 
ing this thing so far j you see there 's no occasionfor 
it 5 and for the discovery, I have already told you 
*t was not my fault. 

Lop, My master's 1 no, 'twas I did it : why what a 
bustle's here ! I knew things would go well, and so 
they do, if folks would let them. But if ladies will be 
in their merriments, when gentlemen are upon serious 
business, why what a deuce can one say to them ? 

Leo. I see this fellow is to be an evidence in your 
plot} where you hope to drive, it is hard to guess 5 
for if any thing can exceed its impudence, it is its 
folly. A noble stratagem indeed to win a lady by ! I 
could be diverted by it, but that I see a face of vil- 
lany requires a rougher treatment : I could almost, 
methinks, forget my sex, and be my own avenger. 

Lor. Madam, I am surprised beyond all— — 

Lop. Pray sir, let me come to her : you are so sur- 
prised, you make nothing on't: she wants a little 
snubbing. Look you, madam, I have seen many a 
pleasant humour amongst ladies, but. you out-cut 
them all. Here's contradiction with a vengeance J 
You ha' a't been married eight and forty hours, and 
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you are dai*-*-at your husband's beard already : Why ? 
do you consider who he is ? who this gentleman is, 

and what he can do by law ? Why. he can lock 

you up— knock you down — tie you neck andheelsr— 

Lor. Forbear, you insolent villain, you. 

[Ojftring to strike him. 

Leo. That for what *s past, however. 

[Giving him a box on the ear* 

Lop. I think she gave me a box o' th'earj ha I 

[Exit Leonora, 
Sir, will you suffer your old servants to be used thus 
by new comers ? It 's a sham, a mere sham. -Sir, will 
you take a poor dog's advice for once ? She denies 
she *a married to you : take her at her word $ you have 
seen some of her humours I,et her go. 

Al<u. Well, gentlemen, thus far you see J 'ye hear<J 
all with patience ; are you content ? Or how much 
farther do you design to go with this business ? 

Lop, Why truly, sir, we are near at a stand. 

Al*v* 'T is time, you villain, you. 

Lop. Why, an' I am a villain now, if every worcj 

J 've spoke be not as true as as the gazette : and 

your daughter's no better than a a— — a whimsical 
young woman, for making disputes among gentlemen. 
And if every body had their deserts, she 'd have a 
good— I won't speak it out to inflame reckonings^ 
but let her go, master. 

Ah>. Sir, I do n't think it well to spend any mor£ 
words with your impudent and villanous servant here r 

Lop. Thank you, sir ; but I 'd let her go. 
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you must not think so daring an affront to my family 
tan go unresented. Farewell. [Exit Alvarez* 

• Lor. Well, sir, what have you to say for yoursetf 
liow? 

Lop. Why, sir, I only have ta tay, that I am a very 
Unfortunate— middl e -ag e d man ; and that I believe all 
the stars upon heaven and earth have been concerned 
in my destiny. Children now unborn will hereafter 
sing my downfal in mournful tines, and notes of dole- 
ful tune : I am at present troubled in mind* despair 
sWdund me, *i£nifi*d in appearing gibbets, with a 
g*e*f bundle" otfdog-wnips by Way of preparation. 

I therefore will go seek some mountain high, 
If high enough some mountain may be found % 
With distant valley, dreadfully profound, 
And from the horrid cliff—look calmly dU around* 

FfcrewelL \dM 9 

Loir. No, sirrah: 111 see your wretched end my- 

lelf« Bie 4iere, villsnn. [Browing bis sword. 

Lop. I can't, sir, if any body looks upon me. 
Lot. Away, you trifling wretch! ■"• but think not 

* to escape, for thou shalt have thy recompense." 

[Exit Lorenzo. 
Lop. Why* whit a mischievous jade is this, to maktf 
such an uproar in a family the first day of her mar- 
riage. Why my master won't so much as get a honey.* 
moon oufcof heV. 'Egad, let her go. If she be thus* 
in her soft and tender youth, she 'II be rare company 

£ ij 



^J 
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at three-score : Well, he may do as he pleases $ but 
were she my dear, I 'd let her go 6uch a foot at 
her tail, I M make the truth bounce out at her mouth, 
like a pellet from a pop-gun. [Exit. 

ACT IV. SCENE I. 



Camillo and Isabella. 



Isabella. 
"Pis an unlucky accident, indeed* 

Cam. Ah, Isabella! fate hai now determined my 
undoing. This thing can ne'er end f here. Leonora 
and Lorenzo must soon come to some explanation j 
the dispute is too monstrous to pass over, without 
farther enquiry, which must discover all, " and what 
«' will be the consequence, I tremble at: for whether 
" Don Alvarez knows- of the imposture, or whether 
«< he is deceived, with the rest of the world, when 
" once it breaks out, and that the consequence is the. 
" loss of that great wealth he now epjoys by it, what 
" must become of me 2 AH paternal afie&ions then 
u must cease, and, regarding me a| an unhappy in- 
" strument in the trouble which will then o'er load 
" him, he will return me to my hsmble birth, and 
<' then I 'm lost for ever/ 9 But what, alar! will the 
deceived Lorenzo say f A wife, wit) neither fortune, 
birth, nor beauty, instead of one m$st plenteously en- 
dowed with all. O heavens! what a sea of miicry 
nave I before me I > 
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Dab. Indeed you reason right, but these reflections 
are ill-timed } why did not you employ them sooner? 

Cam. Because I lored. 

Isab. And don't you do so now? 

Cam. I do, and therefore 'tis I make these cruel 
Just refle&iens-. 

isabh So that love, I find, can do any thing. 

Cam. Indeed it cans its powers are wondrous great* 
its pains no tongue can tell, its bliss no heart con- 
serve \ crowns cannot recompence its torments, heaven , 
scarce supply its joys* My stake is of this value : O 
counsel me how I shall save it. 

Isab. Alas! that counsel's much beyond my wis- 
dom's force, I see no Way to help you. 

Cam. And yet 'tis sure there's one. 

Isab. What? 

Cam. Death. 

bob. TWre possibly may be another; I have a 
thought this nloment— ^Perhaps there *s nothing in it $ 
yet a small passage conies to my remembrance, that I 

regarded little when it happened 1 *11 go and search 

ftr one may be* of* service. But hold $ I see Don Car- 
los : he *11 but disturb us now $ let us avoid him. 

[Exeunt. 

Don Carlos ami Sakgko timer* 

Car. Repulsed again 1 This is not to be borne 4 * 
What though this villain's story be a falsehood, was 
Iteittatoe' to hearken to it? This usage cannot be 
v^u^tffeoV Hw wts it she treated thee f 
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San, Never was ambassador worse received. Ma* 
dam, my master asks ten thousatd pardons, arid hum- 
bly begs one moment's interview : B e gone, you 
rascal, you. Madam, what aiswer shall I give my 

master ?-- — Tell him he *s a viMain.- Indeed, fair 

lady, I think this is hasty treatmen t ' H ere, my 
footman, toss me this fellow out at the window : and 
away she went to her devotions* 

Car. Did you see Jacinta I 

San. Yes, she saluted me with half-a-score rogues 
and rascals, too. I think bur destinies are much alike, 
sir : and o' my conscience, a couple of scurvy jades we 
are hampered with. 

Car. Ungrateful woman, to receive with such con* 
tempt so quick a return of a heart, so justly alarmed. 

San. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Car. What, no allowance to be made to the first 
-transports of a lover's fury, when rous'd by so dread- 
ful an appearance ? As just as my suspicions were; 
have I long suffered them to arraign her ? 

San. No. 

Cam. Have I waited for oaths or imprecations to 
clear her? 
. San. No. 

Car. Nay, even now, i not the whole world still in 
suspence about her, whilst I alone conclude her inno- 
cent? 

San,. *T is very true. 

Car. She might, methinks, through this profound 
respecl* observe a flame another would have cherished ± 
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she might support me against groundless fears, and 
save me from arrival's tyranny 5 she might release me 
from these cruel racks, and would, no doubt, if she 
could love as I do. 
San. Ha, ha, ha! 

Car. But since she don*t, what do I do whining 
here ? Curse on the base humilities of love ! 
San* Right. 

Car, Let children kiss the rod that flays them 5 let 
dogs lie down and lick the shoe that spurns them. 
San. Ay. 

Car. I am a man, by nature meant for power j the 
sceptre *s given us to wield, and we betray our trust 
whenever we meanly lay it at a woman's feet. 

San. True, we are men j boo! — Come, master, let 
us both be in a passion j here's my sceptre. [Shewing 
a cudgelJ] Subject Jacinta, look about you. Sir, was 
you ever in Muscovy ? The women there love the 
men dearly. Why? Because— —[Shaking bis stick.] 
There's your love- powder for you. Ah, sir, were 
we but wise and stout, what work should we make 
with them ! But this humble love-making spoils them 
all. A rare way indeed to bring matters about with 
them ! we are persuading them all day they are angels 
and goddesses, in order to use them at night like hu- 
man creatures. We are like to succeed, truly. 

Car. For my part, I never yet could bear a slight 
from any thing, nor will I now. There 's but one 
way, however, to resent it from a woman, and that '$ 
to drive her bravely from your heart, and place a wor* 
thier in her vacant throne. 
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San. Now, With submission to my tetters, I hav£ 
another way, sir ; I *11 drive my tyrant from my heart, 
and plate myself oh her throne. Yes 5 I will be lord 
of my own tenement, and keep my household in or- 
der. Would you would do so too, master 5 for, look 
you, I have been servitor in a college at Salamanca, 
and read philosophy with the doftorsj where I found 
that a woman, in all times, has been observed to be 
an animal hard to understand, and much inclined to 
mischief. Now as an animal is always an animal, and 
a captain always a captain, so a woman is always a 
woman ; whence it is, that a certain Gf eelc says, her 
head is like a bank of sahd ; or, as another, a solid 
rock; or, according to a third, a dark lanthorn. 
l*ray, sir, observe, far tliid is close reasoning 5 and so 
-as the head is the head of the body ; and that the 
body without a head, is like a head without a tail j 
and that where there is neither head nor tail, 'tis a 
Very strange body 5 so I say, a woman is by compari- 
son, do you See, (for nothing explains things like 
comparisons) I say by comparison, as Aristotle has 
often said before me, one may compare her to the rag- 
ing sea; for, as the sea, When the wind rises, khifc 
its brow like an angry bull, and that waves mount 
upon rocks, and rocks mount upon waves ; that por- 
poises leap like trouts, and whales skip about like 
gudgeons ; that ships roll lik$ beer-barrels, ah'd ma- 
riners pray like saints; just so, I say, a woman a 
Woman, I say, just so, When her reason Is shi'p-wrecK- 
tf upon hei- paiti'on, and the huj&of her W&MUtig* 
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ing lies thumping against the rock of her fury ; then 
it is, I say, that by certain emotions, which — um 
cause, as one may suppose, a sort of convulsive — yes 
•— hurricanous-— um— •like— in short, a woman is 
like the devil, sir. 

Cam. Admirably reasoned, indeed, Sancho. 

San. Pretty well, I thank heaven ; but here comes 
the crocodiles to weep us into mercy. 

Leonora and Jacinta enter. 

Master, let us shew ourselves men, and leave their 
briny tears to wash their dirty faces. 

Cam. It is not in the power of charms to move me. 

San. Nor me, I hope j and yet I fear those eyes 
will look out sharp to snatch up such a prize. 

■--..• [Pointing to Jacinta. 

Joan, He's coming to us, madam, to beg pardon $ 
but sure you '11 never grant it him ? 

Leo. If I do> " may Heaven ne'er grant me mine." 

Jacin f That 's brave. 

Car. You look, madam, upon me, as if you thought 
I came to trouble you with my usual importunities 5 
I ? 11 ease you of that pain rby telling you, my business 
now is calmly to assure you, but I assure it you with 
heaven and hell for seconds s for may the joys of one 
fly from me, whilst the pains of t* other overtake me, 
if all your charms displayed e'er shake my resolution ; 
I *l\ never see you more* 

Son. Bon. 

Leo. You are a man of that nice honour, sir, I 
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know you '11 keep- your word; I expe&ed this assurance 
from you, and came this way only to thank you for 't. 

Jacin. Very well. 

Cam. You did, imperious dame, you did! Dow* 
base is woman's pride ! How wretched arc the ingre- 
dients it is formed of. If you saw cause for just dis- 
dain, why did you hot at first repulse me I Why lead 
a slave in chains, that could not grace your triumphs? 
If I am thus to be contemned, think on the favours 
you have done the wretch, and hide your face for ever, 

San. Well argued. 

Leo. I own you have hit the only fault the world 
<5an charge me with : the 1 favours I have dOrie to ydu, 
I am indeed ashamCd of; but since women- have their 
frailties, you '11 allow me iriihe. 

Car. *Tis well,' extremely well, madam; I'm 
happy, however, you at last speak frankly ;* I thank 
you for it; from my soul I thank you 5 but don't 
expett me groveling at your feet again; don't, for 
if 1 do 

Leo. You '11 bci treated as yon deserve; trod upon. 

Car. Give me patience; — but I don't want it; I 
am calm : Madam, farewell ; be happy, if you can j 
by heavens, I wish you so ; but never spread y6o£ 
fcet for me again ; for if you do ' ■ 

Leo. You '11 be funning into it. 

Car. Rather run headlong into fire and flames ; ra- 
ther be torn with pincers bit frorii bit; rather hi 
broiled like martyrs upon gridirons — -But I am 
Jrrongr this sounds like fatfsion, and Heaven can fell 
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I *ru not angry. Madam, I think we have no farther 
business together 5 your most humble servant. 
, Leo. Farewell t'ye, sir. 

.Car. Come a.long. [To Sancho.] [Goes to the Scene 
jm4 returns.'] Yet once more before I go (lest you 
lipoid, doubt my resolution) may I starve, perish, rot, 
be blasted, dead, damned, or any other thing that 
iteen or gods can think on, if on any occasion what- 
»ever, civil or military, pleasure or business, love or 
hate, or any other accident of life, I, from this mo- 
ment, change one word or look with you. 

[Going off, Sancho claps him on the back* 
| Leo. Content, Come away, Jacinta. 

'f Carlos returns. 

| Car. Yet one word, madam, if you please, I have 
£3 lifctle thing here belongs to you, a foolish bauble I 
i^once was fond of, [Twitching her picture from his 
*$reast.] Will you accept a trifle from your servant ? 
if Leo. Willingly, sir j I have a bauble too, I think 
u have some claim to ; you *11 wear it for my sake. 

[Breaks a bracelet from her arm, and gives it bim. 
'Car. Most thankfully 5 this too I should restore 

u, it once was yours [Giving her a table-book.]—* 

5 JJy your favour, madam— there is a line or two in 
£3t, I think you once did me the honour to write with 
[your own fair hand. Here it is. {Reads* 

l You love me, Carlos, and "would knovj 

The secret movements of my heart j 

Whether 1 give you mine or no 9 • 

Witb jours, m$think*yl dM<wt % nei?cr Jam 
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Thus you have encouraged me, and thus you have de- 
ceived me. 

San. Very true. 

Leo. I have some faithful lines, too ; I think I can 
produce them. 

[Pulls out a table-book; reads, and then gives it him. 

Honv long soever to sigh in vain, 

My destiny may prove, 
My fate (in spite of your disdain) 
Will let me glory in your chain, 
, Jndglve me leave eternally to love* 

There, sir, take your poetry again. [Throwing it, at 
bis feet.] 'T is not much the worse for my wearing j— 
't will serve again upon a fresh occasion. 
Jacin. Well done. 
Car. I believe I can return the present, madam, 

with— —a pocket full of your prose There 

[Throwing a handful of letters at her feet. 
Leo. Jacinta, give me his letters. There, sir, .not 
to be behind-hand with you. 

[Takes a handful of his letters out of a box, and 
throws them in his face. 
Jacin. And there, and there, and there, sir. 

[Jacinta throws the rest at him* 
San. 'Cods my life, we want ammunition 5 but for a 
shift — —There, and there, you saucy slut, you. 

[Sancho pulls a pack of dirty cards out of his pocket, 

and throws them at her ; then they close, be pulls 

eff her head-cloatbs, and she- his wig, and then 

fart, she running to ber wirtTess^ fee u his master, 
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Jacin. I think, madam, wd have clearly the better 
on 't. 

Leo. For a proof, I resolve to keep the field. 

Jacin, Have a care he don't rally, and beat you 
yet, though. Pray walk off. 

Lee, Fear nothing. 

San. How the armies stand and gaze at one another 
after the battle ! What think you, sir, of shewing 
yourself a great general, by making an honourable re» 
treat. 

Car, I scorn it. Oh, Leonora! Leonora! A heart 
like mine should not be treated thus. • 

Leo. Carlos 1 Carlos! I have not deserved this usage. 

Car, Barbarous Leonora ! but \ is useless to re- 
proach you j she that is capable of what you have done 
is formed too cruel ever to repent of it. Go on, then, 
tyrant ; make your bliss complete j torment me still, 
for still, alas ! I love enough to be tormented. 

Leo, Ah, Carlos ! little do you know the tender 
movements of that thing you name 5 the heart where 
love presides, admits no thought against the honour 
of its ruler. • 

Car. *T is not to call that honour into doubt, if, 
conscious of our own unworthiness, we interpret eveijr 
frown to our own destruction. 

Leo. When jealousy proceeds from such humble ap- 
prehensions, it shews itself with more respect than 
yours has done. J 

Car, And where a heart is guiltless, it easily for- 
gives a greater crime. - . , ; 



1*$. Forgiveness is not now in our debatp 5 if both 
have been in fault, 'tis fit that both should suffer for 
it; our separation will do justice on us. 

Car, But since we are ourselves :the judges of our 
Crimes, what if we should inflict a,gentler punishment? 

Leo, *T would but encourage us to sin again. 

Car* And if it should 

Leo. 'T would give a fresh occasion for the pleasing 
jCxexcise of mercy. 

Car. Right \ and so we a& the part of earth and 
fceaventogether, of men and gods, and taste of both 
their pleasures. 

Leo. The banquet's, too inviting to refuse it. 

jCar. Then thus let us fall on, and k^ upon it for 
£ver. 

\Camt* k?r if* unbracing far, and kisnngber hanf* 

yacpf. Ah, woman! foolish, foolish woman I 

San. Very foolish, indeed. 

Jaein. But don't expert I 'U follow her example. 

San. You would, Mopsy, if I 'd let you. 

Jadn. I'd sooner tear my, eyes oitf ! Ah— tfiat 
she had had a little of my spirit in her. 

San. I believe I shall find thou hast a g^eat deal of 
^lerfjesh^ my charmer^ but 't won't doj lam all rock, 
hard rock, very marble, 

Jficin . A very pumice-stone, you rascal, you, if v one 

jffould.try %h$e\ but to .present thy humjlitiss, and 

shew thee all submission would be vain, to convince 

•thee thou bast nothing but misery and .despair .before 

thee, here-— take back thy paltry thimble, and be ia 

toy debt for the shim I made, tkee with it. 
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San. Nay, if y* are at that sport, misffesd, I believe 
I shall loose nothing by the balance of thy presents. 
There, take thy tobacco-stopper, and stop thy — — 

Jacin. Here— take thy sattin pincushion, with thjf 
curious hdlf hundred of pins in it, thou mad*st such a 
vapouring about yesterday. Tell them carefully | 
there *s riot one wanting. 

San. There 's thy ivory-hafted knife again 5 whet 
it well % *tis so blunt 'twill cift nothing but love. 

, Jacin. And there *S thy pretty pocke't scissors thoii 
hast honoured nie with : they *11 cut off a leg or an arm, 
heaven bless them. 

San. Here *s the enchanted handkerchief you were 
pleased to endear with your precious blood, when the 
violence of your love at dinner t'otfter day, made you 
cut your fingers — There 

[Blows bis nose in it, arid gives it to her* 

Jacin* The rascal so provokes me, I won't even 
keep his paltry garters from him. Do you see these, 
^ou pitiful, beggarly scoundrel you ?— There, take 'em 
-— then*. 

[She takes ber garters off, and slaps them about bis fate. 

San. I have but one thing more of thine. [Sheaving 
Bis cudgel.] I own *t is the top of all thy presents, and 
might be usefuf tome; but that thou may *st have no- 
thing to upbraid me with, e'en take it again with the 
rest of them. 

[Lifting it up to strike her, she. leaps about his necK 

Jadts* Ah, cruel Sancho!—- Now beat me, Saacho, 
to. 

Fij 
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Sam Rather, like Indian beggars, beat my precious 
self, [Throws away his stick, and embraces her* 
Rather let infants* blood about the streets, 
Rather let all the wine about the cellar, 
Rather let-^— Oh, Jacinta, thou hast o'ercome ! 
How foolish are the great resolves of man ! 
Resolves which we neither would keep, nor can. 
When those bright eyes in kindness please to shine, 
Their goodness I must needs return with mine $ 
Bless ray Jacinta in her Sancho's arms 

Jacin. And I my Sancho with Jacinta 's charms. 

[Exeunt. 



ACT F. SCENE t. 



The Street. Lopez enters. 



Lopex. 
As soon as it is night, says my master to me, though 
it cost me my life, I '11 enter Leonora's lodgings j 
therefore, make haste, Lopez, prepare every thing ne- 
cessary, three pair of pocket-pistols, two wide-mouth- 
ed blunderbusses, some six ells of sword-blade, and a 
couple of dark Ian thorns. When my master said this 
to me — sir, said I to my master (that is, I would have 
said it, if I had not been in such a fright I could say 
nothing ; however-, I '11 say it to him now, and shall 

• 

probably have a quiet hearing) " Look you, sir, by 
" dint of reason I intend to confound you. You are 
"resoived, you say, to get into Leonora's lodgings, 



Act?* THE tfftSTA**; 6§> 

*« though the devil stand in the door-wily ? Yes, Lopez* 
** that 's my resolution — Very -'well ; and what do you in- 
" tend to do when you are there? Why, what an injured 
" man should do, make her sensible 6f— Make her sensi- 
«* ble of a pudding 1 Do n't you see she 's a jade ? She 'If 
** raise the house about your eats, arm the whole family, 
" set the great dog at you— —Were there three legi* 
" ons of devils toreprilse me, m such a cause, I could 
« disperse them all — Why then you haVe no occasion 
*■ for help, sir; you may leave me at home to lay fh$ 
c < cloth— -No, thotl art my ancient friend, mf fello^ 
** traveller 5 and to reward thy faithful services, thii 
a night thou shalt partake my danger and my glory-* 

* Sir* I have got glory enough under you already ti 
" content any reasonable servant for his life T?hf 
*' mddesty makes me willing to double my bounty 5 

* this night may bring eternal honour* to thee ahd th/ 
** family— ^Eternal honour, sir, is too much in corisci* 
" ence for a serving-man j besides, aifibitlon' has beeh\ 
** many a great soul's undoing— *£ doubt thou art 
« afraid, my Lopez? thou shaft be armed with back* 
a with breast, ahd head-piece— They will inctiniUef 
u me iirmy rrtireat^-Retreat, my hero ! thou; neVe? 
" shalt retreat — Then, by my troth, I '11 never £oi 
« •it'.^-^Bbthere he comes. 

LoREnaio inter's. 

Lor. vm it never be night? Sttr* 't h the' Joxxg&t 
day the sou e'er travelled. 
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Lop, Would 'twere as long at those in Greenland, 
sir, that you might spin out your life V other halt- 
year. I do n't like these nightly proje&s $ a man 
can't see what he does. We shall have some scurvy 
mistake or other happen ; a brace of bullets blunder 
through your head in the dark, perhaps, and spoil all 
your intrigue. 

Lor, Away, you trembling wretch, away. 4 

Lop, Nay, sir, what I say is purely for your safety; 
for as to myself— Uds-death ! I no more value the 
losing a quart of blood, than I do drinking a quart of 
wine. Besides, my veins are too full ; my physician 
advised me, but yesterday, to let go twenty ounces for 
my health. So, you see, sir, there 's nothing of that 
in the case. 

Lor, Then let me hear no other objections 5 for till 
I see Leonora, I must lie upon the rack. I cannot ' 
bear her resentment, and will pacify her this night, or 
not live to see to-morrow. 

Lop, Well> sir, since you are so determined, I sha'n't 
be impertinent with any farther advice 5 but I think 
you have laid your design to— *[He coughs,] (I have 
got such a cold to-day) to get in privately, have you 
not > 

Lor, Yes, and have taken care to be introduced at 
far as her chamber-door with all secrecy. 

Lop. [He coughs,] This unlucky cough I I had ra- 
ther have had a fever at another time. Sir, I should 
be sorry to do you more harm than good upon this oc* 
casion. If this cough should come upon me in the 
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midst of the action, [Coughs.] and give the alarm to 
the family, I should not iorgive myself as long as I 
lived. 

Lor. I have greater ventures than that to take my 
chance for, and can't dispense with your attendances 
sir. 

Lop. This *t is to be a good servant, and make one's 
self necessary. 

Toledo enters* 

ToL Sir, I am glad I have found you* I am, a man 
of honour, you know, and do always profess losing 
ray life upon a handsome occasion. Sir, I come to 
offer you my service. I am informed, from unquesti- 
onable hands, that Don Carlos is enraged against you 
to a dangerous degree j and that old Alvarez has given 
positive directions to break the legs and arms of your 
servant Lopez. 

Lop. Look you there now ; I thought what 'twould 
come to. What do they meddle with me for ? What 
have I to do with my master's amours ? The old Don's 
got out of his senses, I think* Have I married his 
daughter? 

Lor. Fear nothing § we *li take care o* thee — Sir, I 
thank you for the favour of your intelligence : 't is 
nothing, however, but what I expected, and am pro- 
vided for. 

Tol. Sir, I would advise you to provide yourrclf 
with good friends $ I desire the honour to keep your 
back-hand myself* 
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Lop. 'T is very kitid, indeed. Pray, sir, have you 
riever a servant with you could hold a racket for me 
too? 

ToL I have two friends fit to head two armies ; and 
jfet— a word in your eir— they sha'n't cost you above 
a ducat a- piece. 

Lop. Take Vtal; by all mearis; sir; you were never 
offered a better pennyworth in your life. 

Tot. Ah, sir — little Diego — you have heard of him $ 
he *d been worth a legion upon tfiis occasion. You 
Ifeiow, I suppose', how they have served* nirin They 
Save hanged him j but he made a noble execution f 
rttey clapped the rack and the priest to him at ohceV 
but could neither get a word of confession, nor 11 
gfoanof tepetitarice $ he died mighty well, truly. 

Loir, Such a man is indeed much to be regretted;— 
As for the rest of your escorte, Captain, I thank yotr 
for 'em, but shall not use 'em. 

ToL I 'ni sorry fbr it, sir, because I think you go 
m very great danger; I'm much afraid your rival 
won't give you feir play. 

Lop. If he does, I "11 be hanged j he's a damn'd 

passionate fellow, and cares not what mischief he does. 

Lor. I shall give him a very good opportunity $ for 

I 'll have no other guards about me but you, sir* $6 

come along. 

Lop. Why, sir, this is the sin of presumption, set*, 
ting Heaven at defiance, making a jack-jhiddmg of a 
blunderbuss*. 

Lor. No more, but follow. Hold 1 tunrthi* wayj 
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I see Camillo there. I would avoid him, till I see 
what part he takes in this odd affair of his sister's. — 
For I would not have the quarrel fixed with him, if it 
be possible to avoid it. [Exit % 

' Lop. Sir — Captain Toledo, one word, if you please, 
Sir; I *m mighty sorry to see my master won't accept 
of your friendly offer. Look ye, I'm not very rich j 
but as far as the expence of a dollar went, if you 'd be 
so kind to take a little care of me, it should be at your 
service. 

ToL Let me. see— A dollar, say you ! But suppose 
I *m wounded ? 

Lop. Why, you shall be put to no extraordinary 
charge upon that; I have been 'prentice to a barber, 
and will be your surgeon myself. 

TV. *Tis too cheap, in conscience ; but my land- 
estate is so ill paid this war time 

Lop. That a little industry may be commendable.—? 
So say no more ; that matter's fixed. \Exeunt % 

Camillo enters. 

* 

Cam. " How miserable a perplexity have I brought 
€t myself into ! Yet why do I complain, since, with 
" all the dreadful torture I endure, I can't repent 
*« of one wild step I 've made ? Oh, love ! what tem- 
" pests canst thou raise, what storms canst thou as- 
" suage ! To all thy cruelties I am resigned j long 
« years through seas of torment I *m content to roll, 
" so thou wilt guide me to the happy port of my Lo- 
<< renzo's arms, and bless me there with one calm day 
" at test," 
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Isabella enters. 

$That rieWs, (fear Isabella ? Methinks there 's some- 
thing chearful in your looks may give a trembling 
fever hopes. If you have comfort for me, speak j for 
I indeed have need of it. 

Isab. Were your wants yet still greater than they 
4re, I bring a plentiful supply. 

Cam. Oh, heavens ! is *t possible ? 

Jtab. New mysteries are out; and if you can find 
charms to wean Lorenzo from your sister, no other ob- 
stacle is in your way to all you wish. 

Cam. Kind messenger from heaven, speak on. 

Isab. Know then, that you are daughter to Alvarez, 

Cam. How 1 daughter to Alvarez ? 

Isab. You are. The truth *s this moment come 
to light j and till this moment, he, although your fa- 
ther, was a stranger to it j nay, did not even know 
you ware a woman. In short, the great estate which 
has occasioned such uncommon accidents, was left but 
en condition of a son 5 great hopes of one there was, 
when you destroyed them, and to your parents came 
& nibst unwelcome guest. To repair the disappoint- 
itfent, you were exchanged for that young Camilloi 
who a few months after died. Your father then was 
absent'; but your mother, quick in contrivance, bold 
in execution, during that infant's sickness, had re- 
Solved his death should not deprive her family of those 
Advantages his life had given it j so ordered things 
*?\th such dexterity, that once again there passed a 
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change between you. Of this, for reasons yet uo- 
Jyiown to me, she made a secret to her husband, an£ 
took such wise precautions, that till this hour *t was 
£o to ail the world, except the person from whom I 
now have heard it. 

Cam. This news indeed affords a view of no unhappy 
termination : yet there are difficulties still may be df 
fatal hindrance. 

I sab. None, except that one I just now named .to 
you j for to remove the rest, know I have already un- 
folded all, both to Alvarez and Don Felix. 

Cam. And Jiow have they received it ? 

hob. To your wishes both. As for Lorenzo, he is 
yet a stranger to all has passed ; and the two old fa- 
thers desire he may some moments longer continue so. 
They have agreed to be a little merry with the heat he 
is in, and engage you in a family quarrel with him. 

Cam. I doubt, Isabella, I shall aft that part but 
faintly. 

hak. No matter, you'll make ample amends for jt 
in the scene of reconciliation, 

Qa?n. Pray Heaven it may be my lot to aft it witfi 
him. 

lsaj>. Her? cojnes Don Felix to wish you joy* 

J)on Felix enters. 

Do*fqI* Come near, my daughter, an$l with ex- 
tended arms of great affeftipn let me receive {hee.-*- 
[Kisses her*] Thou art a dainty : wench, good faith .thou 
art, and *t is a mettled aftion thou hast done* If Lo- 
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renzo do n't like thee the better for "t, God *s ray li 
lie *s a pitiful fellow, and I sha'n't believe the bon 
old roan had the getting of him. 
- Cam, I'mso encouraged by your forgiveness, \ 
methinks I have some flattering hopes of bis. 

Don Fel. O his ! 'Egad and he had best, I beliei 
he'll meet with his match if he don't. Whatd 
think of trying his courage a little by way of a jo 
or so? 

hah. I was just telling her your design, 6ir. 

Don Fel. Why I 'm in a mighty witty way upon t 
whimsical occasion : but I see him coming. Y 
must not appear yet 5 go your way in to the rest 
the people there, and I '11 inform him what a squab 
.he has worked himself into here. 

[Exeunt Camillo and Isabel 

. Lorenzo andLopzz enter. 

Lop, Pray, sir, do n't be so obstinate now, do 
affront heaven at this rate. 1 had a vision last nij 
about this business, on purpose to for warn you 
dreamt of goose eggs, a blunt knife, and the snuff 
a candle 5 I *m sure there *s mischief towards you. 

Lor, You cowardly rascal, hold your tongue* 

Don Fel, Lorenzo, come hither my boy, I was j 
going to send for thee. The honour of our anci< 
family lies in thy hands : there is a combat preparL 
thou must fight, my son. 

Lop. Look you there now, did not I tell you ? 
dreams • are wondrous tilings. I never "knew tl 
su uif ' o£ a candle tan ) et . 
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Lor. Sir, I do not doubt but Carlos seeks my life, I 
hope he "11 do it fairly. 

Lop. Fairly, do you hear, fairly ! Give me leave to 
tell you, sir, folks are not fit to be trusted with lives, 
that do n't know how to look better after them. Sir, 
you gave it him, I hope you '11 make him take a little 
more care on *t. 

Don FeL My care shall be to make him do as a man 
of honour ought to do. 

Lop. What, will you let him fight then ? Let your 
own flesh and blood fight t 

Don Fel. In a good cause, as this is. 

Lop. O monstrum borrendum ! Now I have that hu- 
manity about me, that' if a man but talks to me of 
fighting, I shiver at the name on't. 

Lor* What you do on this occasion, sir, is worthy 
of you ; and had I been wanting to you in my due re- 
gards before, this noble action would have stamped 
that impression, which a grateful son ought to have 
for so generous a father. 

Lop. Very generous, truly! gives him leave to be 
run through the guts, for his posterity to brag on a 
hundred years hence. [Aside. 

Lor. I think, sir, as things now stand, it won't be 
right for me to wait for Carlos's call I I '11, if you 
please, prevent him. 

Lop. Ay, pray, sir, do prevent him by all means ; 
*t is better made up, as you say, a thousand times. 

Don Fel. Hold your tongue, you impertinent Jack- 
a-napes> I will have him fight, and fight like a fury, 

G 
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too 5 if he do n't, be *11 be worsted, I can tell bim that. 
For know, son, your antagonist is not the person you 
nime, it is an enemy of twice his force. 

Lop. Odear, O dear, O dear! and will nobody keep 
them asunder? 

Lor. Nobody shall keep us asunder, if once I know 
the man I have to deal with. 

Don FeL Thy man then is — Camiilo. 

Lor. Camiilo ! 

Don FeL *T is he ; he '11 suffer nobedy to decide this 
quarrel but himself. 

Lop. Then there are no seconds, sir. 

Den FeL None. 

Lop. He 's a brave man. 

Don Fel. No, he says, nobody's blood shall be spilt 
on this occasion, but theirs who have a title to it. 

Lop. I believe, he'll scarce have a law-suit upon the 
claim. 

Don Fel. In short, he accuses thee of a shameful 
falsehood, in pretending his sister Leonora was thy 
Wife j and has upon it prevailed with his father, aj 
thou hast done with thine, to let the debate be ended 
by the sword 'twixt him and thee; 

Lop. And pray, sir, with submission, one short 
question, if you please : What may the gentle Leo*. 
nora say of this business ? 

Don Fel. She approves of the combat, and marries 
Cailos. 

Lop. Why, God a-mercy# 

Lor. Is it possible 1 Suie she's a devil, not a wo- 
man. 
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I -cod, sir, a devil and a woman both, I think* 
Fel. Well, thou shalt have satisfa6Uon of some 
an. Here they all come* 

•varez, Leonora, Carlos, Sancho, and 
Jacinta enter, 

Mlv. Well, Don Felix, have you prepared your 

? for mine, he 's ready to engage. 
\%or. And so is his. My wrongs prepare me for a 

rusand combats. My hand has hitherto been held 
the regard I've had to every thing of kin to Leo- 
ftora; but since the monstrous part she avis has driven 
Jier from my heart, I call for reparation from her fa- 
mily. 

Akv. You'll have it, sir; Camillo will attend you 
instantly. 

Lop. O lack ! O lack ! will nobody do a little some- 
thing to prevent bloodshed ? Why, madam, have you 
no pity, no bowels ? [To Leonora.] Stand and see one 
of your husbands slaughtered before your face ? 'Ti$ 
an arrant shame. 

Leo. IE widowhood be my fate, I must bear it as I 
can. 

Lop. Why, did you ever hear the like ? 

Lor. Talk to her no more. Her monstrous impu- 
dence is no otherwise to be replied to, than by a dag- 
ger in her brother's heart. 

Leo. Yonder he "s coming to receive it. But have * 
a care, brave sir, he does not place it in another's ? 

Lor. It is not in his power. He has a rotten causf 

G i} ? 
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upon his sword ; I 'm sorry he is engaged in it : but 
since he is, he must take his fate. For you, my bravo, 
cxpeft me in your turn. [To Carlos. 

Car. You *11 findCamill6, sir, will set your hand out. 

Lor. A beardless boy. You might have match'd 
me better, sir : but prudence is a virtue. 

Don Tel. Nay, son, I would not have thee despise 
thy adversary, neither j thou 'It find Camillo will put 
thee hardly to 't. 

Lor. I wish we were come to the trial. Why does 
he not appear ? - * 

Jacin. Now do I hate to hear people brag thus.— 
Sir, with my lady's leave, I'll hold a ducat he disarms 
you. [They laugh. 

Lor, Why, what ! 1 think I *m sported with.— 

Take heed, I warn you all j I am not to be trifled with. 

Camillo and Isabella enter. 

Leo. You sha' n't, sir j here's one will be in earnest 
with you. 

Lor. He's welcome: though I had rather have 
drawn my sword against another. I *m sorry, Camillo, 
we should meet on such bad terms as these ; yet more 
sorry your sister should be the wicked cause on 't : 
but since nothing will serve her but the blood either 
of a husband or brother, she shall be glutted with it- 
Draw ! 

" Lop. Ah, Lard ! ah, Lard ! ah, Lard I" 

Lor. And yet, before I take this instrument of death 
into my fatal hand, hear me, Camijlo j hear, Alvarez; 
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all; I imprecate the utmost powers of Heaven to 
shower upon my head the deadliest of its wrath 5 €t I 
*' ask, that all hell's torment may unite to round my 
" soul with one eternal anguish," if wicked Leonora 
be not my wife, 

Omnes. O Lord, O Lord, O Lord. 

Leo. Why then, may all those curses* pass him by, 
" ami wrap me in their everlasting pains," if ever 
once I had a fleeting thought of making him my 
husband. 

Lop. O Lord, O Lord, O Lord I 

Leo. Nay, more ; to strike him dumb at once, and 
shew what men with honest looks can practise, know, 
he's married to another. 

Al*v. and Fel. How ? 

Leo. The truth of this is known to some that are here, 

Jacin. Nay, 'tis certainly so. 

lsa. T is to a friend of mine. 

Car. I know the person. 

Lor. 'Tis false, and thou art a villain for thy testi- 
mony. 

Cam. Then let me speak : what they aver is true, 
and I myself was, in disguise, a witness of its doing. 

Lor. Death and confusion ! He a villain, too !— 
Have at thy heart. [He draws* 

Lop. Ah ! 1 can't bear the sight on 't. 

Cam. Put up that furious thing, there's no busi- 
ness for't. 

Lor. There 's business for a dagger, stripling 5 *t is 
that should be thy recompense. 






78 THE MISTAKE. Ad 

Cam. Why then, to shew thee naked to the woi 
and close thy mouth for ever — I am myself thy wife-*^ 

Lor. What does the dog mean ? V*J 

Cam. To fall upon the earth, and sue for mercy. 

[Kneels and lets her peri'wigfall q0»\ 

Lor* A woman ! 

Lop. I cod, and a pretty one too 5 you wags, you. 

Lor* I 'm all amazement. Rise, C ami Ho, (if I am 
still to call you by that name) and let me hear the 
wonders you have for me, 

I sab. That part her modesty will ask from roe;— 
I 'm to inform you then, that this disguise hides other 
mysteries besides a woman 5 a large and fair estate was 
covered by it, which, with the lady, now will be re- 
signed to you. 'T is true, in justice it was yours be- 
fore; but 'tis the god of love had done you right.— 
To him you owe this strange discovery 5 through him 
you are to know, the true Camillo' s dead, and that 
tills fair adventurer is daughter to Alvarez. 

Lor. Incredible ! but go on 5 let me hear more. 

Don Tel. She '11 tell thee the rest herself, the next 
dark night she meets thee in the garden. 

Lor. Ha !-^- Was it Camillo then, that I— — 

Isa. It was Camillo, who there made you happy 1 
and who has virtue, beauty, wit and love — enough to 
niake you so, while life shall last you. 

Lor. The proof she gives me of her love, deseryes 
a large acknowledgment indeed. Forgive me, there- 
fore, Leonora, if what I owe this goodness and these 
charms, I with my utmost care, my life, my soul, en* 
deavour to repay. 
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Cam. Is it then possible you can forgive me ? 
Lor. Indeed I can ; few crimes have such a claim 
mercy ; but join with me then, my dear Camillo, 
•r still I knew you by no other name) join with me 
obtain your father's pardon : yours, Leonora, too, 
nust implore : and yours, my friend, for now we 
y be such [To Carlos.] Of all I a^k forgiveness, 
id since there is so fair a cause of all my wild mis- 
:es, I hope, I by her interest shall obtain it. 
<&l<v. You have a claim to mine, Lorenzo, I wish 
had so strong a one to yours ; but if by future 
vices (though I lay down my life amongst them) 
lay blot out of your remembrance a fault (I cannot 
ne) I then shall leave the world in peace. 
Lor. In peace then, sir enjoy it ; for, from this 
y hour, whatever is past with me, is gone for ever, 
ifour daughter is too fair a mediatrix to be refused 
lis pardon, to whom she owes the charms she pleads 
vith for it." 

1'ar. from this good day, then let all discord cease ; 
Let those to come be harmony and peace ; 
Hencejorth let all our different interests join. 
Let fathers, lovers, friends, let all combine, 
To make each others days as blest as she 'will mine* 

EPILOGUE. 

Written by Mr. Motteux. 

M thinking, nonu good husbands are sofe<w, 

get one tike my friend, *wbat must 1 ao. 

rdllo ventured hard j yet at the worst, 

• stole lotted honey -moon, and trfd her lover first* 
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Many poor damsels, if they dar'dto tell, 

Have done as much, but have not ''scaped so well* 

^Tis 'well the scene' 's in Spain ; thus in the dark 

I should be loath to trust a London spark. 

Some accident mighty for a private reason, 

Silence a female all this ailing season, 

Hard fate of woman ! any one would vex, 

To think what odds you men have of our sex* 

Restraint and customs share our inclination, 

You men can try, and run o y er half the nation. 

We dare not, even to avoid reproach, 

When ye ''re at Whitens, peep out of hackney-coach ; 

Nor vjith a friend at night our fame regarding, 

With glass dravjn up, drive about Covent-Garden, 

If poor town-ladies steal in here you rail, 

Though, like chaste nuns, their modest looks they ve'd\ 

With this decorum they can hardly gain 

To be thought virtuous ev'n in Drury-Lane, 

Though this you'll not allow, yet sure you may 

A plot to snap you in an honest way. 

In love affairs, one scarce would spare a brother ; 

All cheat ; and married folks may keep a pother, 

But look as if they cheated one another. 

You may pretend our sex dissembles most ; 

But of your truth none have much cause to boast. 

You promise bravely j but for all your storming, 

We find you 're not so valiant at performing. 

Then sure Camillo's conduclyou 7/ approve ; 
Would you not do as much for one you love? 
Wedlock's but a blind bargain at the best, 
You venture more sometimes to be not half so bless* d 5 
All soon or late that dangerous venture make, 
And some of you may make a worse mistake. 
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V t • • ■ . .i ., 

TO THX SIGHT HONOURABLE 

THE EARL OF JERSEY, 

LORD CHAMBERLAIN OF HIS MAJESTY'S HOUSEHOLD, &C. 



MY LORD, 

IF any thing may atone for the liberty I take in of- 
fering this trifle to your Lordship, it is, that I will 
engage not to be guilty of the common vice of dedi- 
cations, nor pretend to give the world an account of 
the many good Qualities they ought to admire in 
your Lordship. I hope I may reckon on it as some 
little piece of merit, in an age where there are so 
many people write panegyrics, and so few deserve 
them. I am sure you ought not to sit for your pic- 
ture, to so ill a hand as mine. Men of your Lord- 
ship' *s figure and station, though useful and ornamen- 
tal to the age they live in, are yet reserved for the 
labours of the historian, and the entertainment of 
posterity; nor ought to be aspersed with such pieces 
of flattery while living, as may render the true his* 
tory suspected to those that come after. That which 
should take up all my care at present, is, most hum- 
bly to beg your Lordship's pardon for importuning 
you on this account ; for imagining that your Lord- 
ship (whose hours are all dedicated to the best and 
most important uses) can have any leisure for this 
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piece of poetry. I beg, my Lord, that you will re- 
ceive it, as it was meant, a mark of my entire respect 
and veneration, 

I hope it may be some advantage to me, that the 
town has not received this play ill. To have de- 
pended merely upon your Lordship's good-nature, 
and have offered something without any degree of 
merit, would have been an unpardonable fault, 
especially to so good a judge. The play itself, as I 
present it to your Lordship, is a much more perfect 
poem than it is in the representation on the stage. 1 
was led into an error in the writing of it, by thinking 
that it would be easier to retrench than to add: but 
when I was at last necessitated, by reason of the ex* 
treme length, to cut off near six hundred lines, I 
found that it was maimed by it to a great disadvan- 
tage. The fable (which has no manner of relation 
to any part of true history') was left dark and intrU 
eate, for want of a great part of the narration, which 
was left out in the first scene ; and . the chain and 
connexion, which ought to be in the dialogue, was 
interrupted in many of the other places. But since 
what was omitted in acting is now kept in, I hope 
it may indifferently entertain your Lordship, at an 
nnbending hour. The faults which are most gene- 
rally found (and which I could be very proud of sub- 
miting to your Lordship's judgment, if you can 
have leisure for so trivial a cause) are, that the ca- 
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rophe in the fifth act is barbarous, and shocks 
audience. Some people, whose judgment I ought 
\ave a deference for, have told me, that they 
hed 1 had given the latter part of the story quite 
ther turn ; that Artaxerxes and Amestris ought 
tave been preserved, and made happy in the con' 
don of the day ; that besides the satisfaction 
ch the spectators would have had, to have seen 
virtuous (or at least innocent) characters re* 
•ded and successful, there might have been also d 
'e noble and instructive moral drawn that way. 
lust confess, if this be an error (as perhaps it may) 
r a voluntary one, and an error of my judgment; 
:e in the writing, I actually made such a sort of 
objection to myself, and chose to wind up the 
y this way. Tragedies have been allowed, I know, 
>e written both ways very beautifully : but since 
or and pity are laid down for the ends of tragedy, 
the great master and father of criticism, I was aU 
?s inclined to fancy that the last and remaining 
sessions which ought to be left on the minds of an 
r ienCe, should proceed from one of these two, 
y should be struck with terror in several parts of 
play, but always conclude and go away with 
• ; a sort of regret proceeding from good-nature, 
ch, though An uneasiness, is not altogether disa m 
able to the person who feels it. It was this pas* 
\ that the famous Mr. Otway succeeded so well in 
ihing, and must and will at all times affect peo^ 
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ple f who have any tenderness or humanity* If 
therefore I had saved Artaxerxes and Amestris, I 
believe (with submission to my judges) I had de- 
stroyed the greatest occasion for compassion in the 
whole play* Any body may perceive, that she is 
raised to some degrees of happiness, by hearing that 
her father and husband are living (whom she had 
supposed dead) and by seeing the enemy and perse- 
cutor of her family dying at her feet, purposely, that 
the turn of her death may be more surprising and 
pitiful. As for that part of the objection, which says 
that innocent persons ought not to be shewn unfor- 
tunate ; the success and general approbation which 
many of the best tragedies that have been writ, and 
which were built on that foundation, have met with, 
will be a sufficient answer for me. 

That which they call the poetical justice, is, I 
think, strictly observed ; the two principal contrivers 
of evil, the Statesman and Priest, are punished with 
death ; and the Queen is deposed from her authority 
by her own son ; which, I suppose, will be allowed as 
the severest mortification that could happen to a wo- 
man of her imperious temper,. 

Jf there can be any excuse for my entertaining your 

Lordship with this detail of criticisms,, it is, that I 

Would have this first mark of the honour I have for 

your Lordship, appear with as few faults as possible. 
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i not the prevailing character of your Lordship's 
el lent humanity and good-nature encourage me, 
at ought I not to fear from the niceness of ydiir 
\e and judgment? The delicacy of your reflexions 
y be "very fatal to so rough a draught as this is; 
if I will believe (as I am sure I ought to do) 
men that I have heard speak of your Lordship, 
Y bid me hope every thing from your goodness. 
is is that, 1 must sincerely own, which made me 
remely ambitious of your Lordship's patronage for 
piece. 1 am but too sensible that there are a muU 
de of faults in it ; but since the good-nature of 
town has covered, or not taken notice of them, I 
st have so much discretion, as not to look with 
affected nicety into them myself With all the 
Its and imperfections which it may have, 1 must 
i, I shall be yet very well satisfied with it, if it 
es me an opportunity of reckoning myself from 
time, 

Your Lordship's most obedient, 

And devoted humble servant, 

OV. I7C2. 

N. KOWE. 
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If dying lovers yet deserve a tear, 

If a sad story of a maid's despair ', ■ 

Yet move compassion in the pitying fair ; 

This day the poet does bis arts employ, 

7he soft accesses of your souls to try. 

Nor let the Stoic boast his mind unmoved - 9 

The brute philosopher, who ne^er has proved 

1 he joy of loving, and of being lov*d\ 

Who scorns his human nature to confess-, 

And striving to he more than man, is less. 

Nor let the men the vjeeping fair accuse, 

Those kind proteclors of the tragic muse, 

Whose tears did moving Otway^s labours crown, 

And made the poor Monimia's grief their own : 

Those tears their art, not weakness, has confesi, 

Their grief approv" d the niceness of their taste, 

And they wept most, because they judged the best. 

O, could this age^s writers hope to find 

An audience to compassion thus inclined, 

The stage would need no farce, nor song, nor dance, 

Nor capering Monsieur brought from attive Trance ; 

Clinch, and his organ-pipe, his dogs and bear, 

To native Barnet might again repair, 

Or breathe, with Captain Otter, Bankside air. 
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Majestic Tragedy should once again 

In purple pomp adorn the swelling scene : 

Her search should ransack all the ancients store, 

The fortunes of their loves and arms explore. 

Such as might grieve you, but should please you more* 

What Shakspere durst not, this bold age should do, 

And famous Greek and Latin beauties shew : 

Shakspere, whose genius to itself a law, 

Could men in every height of natur*,draw 9 

And copy*d all but women that he saw. 

Those ancient heroines your concern should move, 

Their grief and anger much, but most their love ; 

For in the account of every age we find 

The best and fairest of that sex were kind, 

To pity always and to love inclined. 

Assert^ ye fair ones, who in judgment sit, 

Your ancient empire over love and wit ; 

Reform our sense, and teach the men fobey : 

They '11 leave their tumbling, if you lead the way. 

Be but what those before to Otway 'were : 

O, were you but as kind I we know you are as fair \ 
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Artaxerxes, Prince of Persia, elder son 
to King Arsaces, by a former queen, 

Artaban, son to Arsaces, by Artemisa, 

Memnon, formerly general to Arsaces, 
row disgraced, a friend to Artaxerxes, 

Mirza, first minister of state, in the inte- 
rest of Artemisa and Artaban, 

JMagas, priest of the Sun, friend to Mirza 
and the Queen, - 

Clean the s, friend to Artaban, 

Orchanis, captain of the guards to the 
Queen, <*- - 

Artemisa, formerly the wife of Tir.basus, 

a Persian Lord, now married to the King, 

and Queen of Persia, - 
Amestris, daughter to Memnon, in love 

with, and beloved by, Artaxerxes, 
Cl eon x, daughter to M»rza, in love with 

Artaxerxes, and beloved by Artaban, 
Beliza, confidante to Cleone, 
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AMBITIOUS STEP-MOTHER. 



.1 I. M =C 



ACT I. SCENE I. 

J RojaJ Palace. Mirza and Mag as enter, at separate 

doors. 

Mirza. 
What bring'st thou, Magas? Say, how fares the 

King? 
Mag. As one, whom when we number with the 

living, 
We say the most we can ; though sure it must 
Be happier far to quit a wretched being, 
Than keep it on such terms ; " for as I enter'd 
" The royal lodging, an universal horror 
i( Struck through my eyes, and chill'd my very heart j 
" The cheerful day was every where shut out 
" With care, and left a more than midnight darkness, 
t( Such as might even be felt 5 a few dim lamps, 
" That feebly lifted up their sickly heads* 

Bij 
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" Look'd faintly through the shade, and made it seem 
" More dismal by such light ; while those that waited 
" In solemn sorrow, mix'd with wild amazement, 
" Observed a dreadful silence. 

" Mir. Didst thou see him ? 

" Mag. My lord, I did j treading with gentle steps, 
" I reach'd the bed, which held the poor remains 
" Of great Arsaces : just as I approach'd, 
" His drooping lids, that seem'd for ever closed, 
" Were faintly rear'd, to tell me that he liv'd : 
" The balls of sight, dim and depriv'd of motion, 
" Sparkled no more with that majestic fire, 
" At which ev'n kings have trembled ; but had lost 
** Their common useful office, and were shaded 
" With an eternal night. Struck with the sight, 
" That shew'd me human nature- fallen so low, 
" I hastily retir'd. 

t€ Mir. He dies too soon 5 
" And fate, if possible, must be delay'd. 
u The thought that labours in my forming brain, 
u Yet crude and immature, demands more time. 
« e Have the physicians given up all their hopes ? 
€t Cannot they add a few days to a monarch, 
t( In recompence of thousand vulgar fates, 
*' Which their drugs daily hasten ? 

" Mag. As I past 
*' The outward rooms, I found them in consult ; 
" I ask'd them if their art was at a stand, 
" And could not help the king. They shook their 
heads, \ 
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<( And in most grave and solemn wise unfolded 

cc Matter, which little purported, but words 

" Rank'd in right learned phrase 5 all I could learn, 

was, 
" That nature's kindly warmth was quite extinft, 
" Nor could the breath of art kindle again 
«Th' ethereal fire.'* 

Mir* My royal mistress* Artemisa's fate, 
And all her son young Artaban's high hopes, 
Hang on this lucky crisis 5 since this day 
The haughty Artaxerxes and old Memnon 
Enter Persepolis * the yearly feast 
Devoted to our glorious god the Sun> 
Hides their designs under a holy veil J 
And thus religion is a mask for faction. 
But let their guardian Genii still be watchful » 
For if they chance to nod, my waking vengeance 
Shall surely catch that moment to destroy them. 

Mag. 'T is said the fair Amestris, Memnon** 
daughter, 
Comes in their company. 

Mir, That fatal beauty, 
With most malignant influence, hath crost 
My first and great ambition. When my brother, 
The great Cleander, fell by Memnon's hand, 
(Vou know the story of our houses' quarrel) 
I sought the king for justice on the murderer ; 
And to confirm my interest in the court, 
" In confidence of mighty wealth and power, 
€< A long descent from noble ancestors, 

B iij 
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" And somewhat of the beauty of the maid," 
I offer'd my Cleone to the Prince, 
Fierce Artaxerxes 5 he, with rude disdain, 
JWus'd the proffer ; and to grate me more, 
Publicly own'd his passion for Amestris : 
And, in despite cv'n of his father's justice, 
Espous'd the cause of Memnoh. 

Mag. Ev'n from that noted aera, I remember, 
You dated all your service to the Queen, 
Our common mistress. 

Mir. *T is true, I did so : nor was it in vain ; 
She did me right, and satisfy'd my vengeance : 
Memnon was banished, and the Prince, disgraced 
Went into exile with him. Since that time, 
Since I have been admitted to her council, 
And seen her, with unerring judgment, guide 
The reins of empire ; I have been atnaz'd, 
To see her more than manly strength of soul, 
" Cautious in good success, in bad unshaken ; 
" Still arm'd against the uncertain turns of chanc 
" Untouched by any weakness of her sex, 
" Their superstition, pity, or their fear $ 
" And is a woman only in her cunning." 
What stoiy tells of great Semiramis, 
Or rolling time, that gathers as it goes, 
Has added more, such Artemisa is. 

Mag. Sure 't was a mark of an uncommon ger 
To bend a soul like that of great Arsaces, 
And charm him to her sway. 

Mir, Certainly fate, 
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Or somewhat like the force of fate, was in it ; 
And still whene'er remembrance sets that scene 
Before my eyes, I view it with amazement. 

Mag, I ihen was young, a stranger to the court, 
And only took the story as reported 
By different fame ; you must have known it better. 

Mir. Indeed I did ; then favour'd by the king, 
And by that means a sharer in the secret, 
'T was on a day of public festival, 
When beauteous Artemisa stood to view 
(Behind the covert of a golden lattice) 
The King and court returning from the temple : 
When just as by her stand Arsaces past, 
The window, by design or chance, fell down, 
And to his view expos'd her blushing beauties. 
She seem'd surpris'd, and presently withdrew ; 
But ev'n that moment was an age in love : 
So was the monarch's heart for passion moulded, 
So apt to take at first the soft impression. 
Soon as we were alone, I found the evil 
Already past a remedy, and vainly 
(Jrg'd the resentment of her injured lord : 
His love was deaf to all. 

Mag, Was Tiribasus absent ? 

Mir, He was then general of the horse, 
Under old Memnon in the Median war. 
But if that distant view so much had charm'd him, 
Imagine how he burnt, when, by my means, 
He viewed her beauties nearer 5 when each action, 
And every graceful sound conspired to charm him: 
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" Joy of her conquest, and the hopes of greatness, 

*« Gave lustre to her charms, and made her seem 

" Of more than mortal excellence." In short, 

After some faint resistance, like a bride 

That strives awhile, though eager for the bliss, 

The furious king enjoy'd her: 

And to secure their joys, a snare was laid 

For her unthinking lord, in which he fell, 

Before the fame of this could reach his ears. 

Since that, she still has by successful arts 

Maintained that power, which first her beauty gain'd. 

Mag. With deepest foresight, wisely has she laid 
A sure foundation for the future greatness 
Of Artaban, her only darling son. 
Each busy thought, that rolls within her breast, 
Labours for him : the king, when first he sicken'd, 
Declared he should succeed him in the throne. 

Mir. That was a point well gain'd $ nor were the 
, eldership 
Of Artaxerxes worth our least of fears, 
If Memnon's interest did not prop his cause. 
Since then they stand secur'd, by being join'd, 
From reach of open force, it were a master-piece, 
Worthy a thinking head, to sow division 
And seeds of jealousy, to loose those bonds 
Which knit and hold them up j that so divided, 
With ease they might be rum'd. 

Mag. That 's a difficulty next to impossible. 

Mir. Cease to think so. 
" The wise and active conquer difficulties, 
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" By daring to attempt them : Sloth and Folly, 
" Shiver and shrink at sight of Toil and Hazard, 
" And make th' impossibility they fear.'* 
Ev'n Memnon's temper seems' to give th' occasion $ 
Of wrong impatient, headlong to revenge j 
Though bold, yet wants that faculty of thinking, 

'hat should direct his anger. Valiant fools 

fere made by Nature for the wise to work with ; 

hey are their tools, and 'tis the sport of statesmen, 
When heroes knock their knotty heads together, 
And fall by one another. 

Mag. What you 've said. 
Has wak'd a thought in me which may be lucky s 
Ere he was banish'd for your brother's murder, 
There was a friendship 'twixt us ; and though then 
I left his barren soil, to root myself 
More safely under your auspicious shade, 
Yet still pretending ties of ancient love, 
At his arrival here I '11 visit him 5 
Whence this advantage may at least be made, 
To ford his shallow soul. 

Mir. Oh ! much, much more $ 
*T was happily remembered : " nothing gulls 
" These open, unsuspecting fools, like friendship : 
" Dull, heavy things ! whom Nature has left honest 
" In mere frugality, to save the charge 
u She "s at in setting out a thinking soul : 
" Who, since their own short understandings reach 
" No further than the present, think even the wise, 
" Like them, disclose the secrets of their breasts, 
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" Speak what they think, and tell tales of themselves. 
Thy fun&ion too will varnish o'er our arts. 
And san&ify dissembling. 

Mag. Vet still I doubt, 
His caution may draw back, and fear a snare. 

Mir. Tell him, the better to assist the fraud, 
That even I wish his friendship, and would gladly 
Forget that cause of hate, which long has held us 
At mortal distance, give up my revenge, 
A grateful ofPring to the public peace. 

Mag. Could you afford him such a bribe as that, 
A brother's blood yet unaton'd ? 

Mir. No, Magas, 
It is not in the power of Fate to raze 
That thought from out my memory : 
" Eternal night. *t is true, may cast a shade 
" On all my faculties, extinguish knowledge, 
" And great revenge may with my being cease 5 
" But whilst I am, that ever will remain, 
€t And in my latest spirits still survive." 
Yet I would have thee promise that, and more ; 
The friendship of the queen, the restitution 
Of his command, and honours, that his daughter 
Shall be the bride of Artaban $ say any thing : 
Thou know'st the faith ot courtiers, and their oath$i 
Like those of lovers, the gods laugh at 'em. 

Mag. Doubt not my zeal to serve my royal mistres 
And in her interest yours, my friend and patron. 

Mir. My worthy Priest 1 still be my friend, and 
share 



A3 L THE AMBITIOUS STEP-MOTHER. 19 

The utmost of my power ; by greatness rais'd, 

[Embracing* 
Thou, like the god thou serv'st, shalt shine aloft, 
And with thy influence rule the under world. 
But see ! the Queen appears ; " she seems to muse 5 
" Her thoughtful soul labours with some event 
t( Of high import, which bustles like an embryo 
'< In its dark room, and longs to be disclosM." 
Retire, lest we disturb her. 

[They retire to the side of the stage. 

Tbe Qu e E N enters, attended. 

Queen. Be nVd, my soul, fix'd on thy own firm 
basis ! 
Be constant to thyself} nor know the weakness, 
The poor irresolution of my sex : 
" Disdain those shews of danger, that would bar 
'* My way to glory. Ye diviner Powers ! 
" By whom 't is said we are j from whose bright 

beings 
c< Those a&ive parts were struck which move our clay. 
*' I feel and I confess th' ethereal energy, 
" That busy restless principle, whose appetite 
" Is only pleas'd with greatness like your own : 
«' Why have you clogg'd it then with this dull mass, 
«' And shut it up in woman ? Why debased it 
" To an inferior part of the creation ? 
'< Since your own heavenly hands mistook my lot, 
" *T is you have err'd, not I." — Could fate e'er mean 
Me for a wife, a slave, to Tiribasus I 
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" To such a tiling as he ! a wretch ! a husband 
Therefore in just assertion of myself, 
I shook him ofti and pass'd the narrow limits, 
Which laws contrive in vain for souls born gres 
There is not, must not be, a bond for greatnes 
Power gives a sanction, and makes all things ju 
Ha ! Mirza ! Worthy Lord, I saw thee not, 

[Seeing'. 
So busy were my faculties in thought. 
Mir, The thoughts of princes dwell in sacred p 

IB 
Unknown and venerable to the vulgar ; 
And like a temple's innermost recesses, 
None enter to behold the hallow'd mysteries, 
TJnbidden of the <Jod that dwells within. 

Queen. Wise Mirza.. Were my soul a templ< 
For gods, and god -like counsels to inhabit, 
Thee only would I choose of all mankind, 
To be the priest, still favoured with access; 
Whose piercing wit, sway'd by unerring judgm 
flight mingle even with assembled gods, 
When they devise unchangeable decrees, 
And call 'em fate. 

Mir. Whatever I am, each faculty, 
The utmost power of my exerted soul, 
Preserves a being for your service $ 
And when I am not yours, I am no more. 

S^ueen. Time shall not know an end of my acl 
ledgments ; 
But every day of our continued Jives 
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Be witness of my gratitude, to draw 

The knot, which holds our common interest, closer} 

Within six days, my son, my Artaban, 

Equally dear to me as life and glory, 

In public shall espouse the fair Cleone, 

And be my pledge of everlasting amity. 

Mir. O, royal lady \ you outbid my service : 
And all returns are vile, but words the poorest. 

Queen. Enough! be, as thou hast been, still my 
friend, 
I ask no more. But I observe of late, 
Your daughter grows a stranger to the court : 
Know you the cause ? 

Mir. A melancholy girl ; 
Such in her infancy her temper was, 
Soft, even beyond her sex's tenderness j 
" By nature pitiful, and apt to grieve 
*' For the mishaps of others, and so make 
" The sorrows of the wretched world her own :'* 
Her closet and the gods share all her time, 
Except when only (by some maid attended) 
She seeks some shady solitary grove, 
Or, by the gentle murmurs of some brook, 
Sits sadly list'ning to a tale of sorrow, 
'Till with her tears she swell the narrow stream. 

Queen. It is not well, these thoughts must be re- 
moved 5 
That eating canker, grief, with wasteful spite, 
Preys on the rosy bloom of youth and beauty 5 
But love shall chase away these clouds of sadness 5 

C 
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My son shall breathe so warm a gale of sighs, 

,As shall dissolve those isicles that hang 

Like death about her heart. 

Attend us, holy Magas, to the king, 

Nor cease to importune the mighty gods 

To grant him health, though much I fear in vain. 

[Exeunt Queen, Magas, and Attendants, 
Mir* This meddling priest, longs to be found a fool;' 
<* Thinks he that Memnon, soldier as he is, 
*' Thoughtless and dull, will listen to his soothing ?" 
Howe'er, I gave his wise proposal way, 
Nay, urg'd him to go on ; the shallow fraud. 
Will ruin him for ever with my enemies, 
And make him firmly mine, spite of his fears, 
And natural inconstancy. 
While choice remains, he will be still unsteady, 
And nothing but necessity can fix him. [£*//« 

Artaxerxes, Memnon, and Attendants enter, 

Arta. Methinks, my noble father and my friend, 
We enter here like strangers, and unlook'd for 5 
Each busy face we meet, with wonder starts, 
And seems amazed to see us. 

Mem. Well may th* ignoble herd 
Start, if with heedless steps they unawares 
Tread on the lion's walk : a prince's genius 
Awes with superior greatness all beneath him ; 
With wonder they behold the great Arsaces 
Reviv'd again in godlike Ataxerxes. 
Jn you they see him, such as oft they did, 



\ 
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Returning from his wars, and crown'd with conquest,. 

When all our virgins met him on the way, 

And with their songs and dances blest his triumph: 

Now basely aw'd by factious priests and women, 

They start at majesty, and seem surpris'd, 

As if a god had met 'em. In honours name, 

Why have we let this be ? Why have we languish'd, 

And suffer'd such a government as this 

To waste our strength, and wear our empire low ? 

Art a, Curs'd be the means by which these ills arose, 
Fatal alike to me as to my country 5 
Which my great soul, unable to revenge, 
Has yet with indignation only seen, 
Cut off, by arts of coward priests and statesmen, 
(Whom I disdain M with servile smiles to court,) 
Prom the great right which God and Nature gave, 
My birthright to a throne. 

Mem, Nor priests, nor statesmen, 
Could have completed such an ill as that, 
If women had not mingled in the mischief; 
If Artetnisa had not by her charms, 
And all her sex's cunning, wrought the king, 
Old, obvious to her arts, decay'd in greatness, 
Dead to the memory of what once he was, 
" Just crawling on the verge of wretched life, 
" A burden to himself, and his friends pity," 
Among his other failings, to forget 
All that a father and a king could owe 
To yich a son as you— to cut you off 

Cij 



** THE AMBITIOUS STEP-MOTHB*. At 

From your succession, from your hopes of empires 
And graft her upstart offspring on. to royalty. 

Arta, But if I bear it, 
Oh, may I live to be my brother's slave, 
The scorn of those brave friends that own my cam 
May you, my father, spurn me for a coward, 
Leave me to vile despair. By Heaven, my heart 
Sits lighter in my bosom, when I think 
That I this day shall meet the boy, my brother* 
Whose young ambition with aspiring wings 
Dares ev'n to mate my greatness. 

Mem. Fame, that speaks 
Minutely every circumstance of princes, 
Describes him bold, and fiercely fond of power, 
" Which ev'n in spite of Nature he afte&s j" 
Impatient of command, and hardly deigning 
To be controurd by his imperious mother. 
'T is said too, " as no means were left untry'd, 
" Which might prepare and fit him to contend 
** With a superior right and merit," 
That books and the politer arts < c (which those 
t( Who know admire)" have been his care j alread 
He mingles in their councils, and they trust 
His youth with secrets of important villany. 
The crowd, taught by his creatures to admire him, 
Stile him a god in wisdom. 

Arta. Be that his glory : 
Let him with pedants hunt for praise in books, 
Pour out his life among the lazy gown-men, 
Crow old and vainly proud in fancy'd knowledge^ 
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Unequal to the task of vast ambition. 

Ambition ! the desire of a6Hve souls, 

That pushes 'em beyond the bounds of Nature, 

And elevates the hero to the god. 

But see! my love, your beauteous daughter, comes, 

And ev'n ambition sickens at her sight. 

Amestris enters, attended. 

Revenge and fierce desires of glory cease 
To urge my passions, master'd by her eyes ; 
And only gentle fires now warm ray breast. 

Am. I come, my father, to attend your order. 

[To Memnon. 

Mem, "T is well ; and I would have thee still be 
near me. 
The malice of the faction which I hate, 
Would vent itself ev'n on thy innocence, 
Wert thou not safe under a father's care. 

Arta . Oh 1 say a lover's too 5 nor can you have v 
An interest in her safety more than mine. 
Love gives a right superior ev'n to Nature 5 
Of love is Nature in the noblest meaning, 
The cause and the preserver of the world. 
These arms, that long to press thee to my bosom, 
For ever shall defend thee. 

Mem. Therefore, my son, 
Unto your care I leave our common charge 5 
Tigranes, with our friends, expect my orders j 
Those when I have dispatch'd, upon the instant 
I will return, and meet at your apartment. [Exit, 

C uj 
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Arta. Come to my arms, and let me hide you th 
From all those fears that vex thy beating heart ; 
Be safe, and free from all those fancy'd dangers, 
That haunt thy apprehension. 

Am. Can you blame me, 
If from retirement drawn, and pleasing solitude, 
I fear to tempt this stormy sea, the world, 
Whose ev'ry beach is strew'd with wrecks of wretcl 
That daily perish in it ? Curst ambition ! 
Why dost thou come to trouble my repose, 
" Who have ev'n from my infancy disclaimed thee 

Arta. Cease to complain, my love, and let 
thought, 
But what brings peace and joy, approach thy breast 
Let me impart my manly fires to thee, 
To warm thy fancy to a taste of glory j 
Imperial power, and purple greatness wait thee, 
And sue for thy acceptance ; by the sun, 
And by Arsaces' head, I will not mount 
The throne of Cyrus, but to share it with thee. 

Am. Vain shews of happiness ! Deceitful pageant] 
Ah, Prince ! hadst thou but known the joys that dy 
With humbler fortunes, thou wouldst curse thy r< 

alty. 
Had fate allotted us some obscure village, 
Where only blest with life's necessities, 
We might have pass'd in peace our happy days, 
Free from the cares which crowns and empires brinf 
There no step-mother, no ambitious brother, 
No wicked statesman, would with impious arts 



.j 
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Have strove to wrest from us our small inheritance, 
Or stir the simple hinds to noisy faction ; 
Our nights had all been blest with balmy slumbers. 
And all our waking hours been crown'd with love. 

Art a. Exquisite charmer ! Now by Orosmades 
I swear, thy each soft accent melts my soul : 
The joy of conquest, and immortal triumph, 
Honour and greatness, all that fires the hero 
To high exploits and everlasting fame, 
Grows vile in sight of thee. My haughty soul, 
By nature fierce, and panting after glory, 
Could be content to live obscure with thee, 
Forgotten and unknown of all but my Amestris. 

Am. No, son of great Arsaces, though my soul 
Shares in my sex's weakness, and would fly 
Prom noise and faction, and from fatal greatness : 
Yet for thy sake, thou idol of my heart, 
" (Nor will I blush to own the sacred flame 
u Thy sighs and vows have kindled in my breast)" 
For thy lovM sake, spite of my boding fears, 
I '11 meet the danger which ambition brings, 
And tread one path with thee : " Nor shalt thou lose 
€( The glorious portion which thy fate designs thee, 
u For thy Amestris 1 fears. 

u Arta. Give me those fears ; 
u For all things will be well. 

" Am. Grant it, ye Powers!" 
This day before your altars will I kneel, 
Where all my vows shall for my prince be offer'd : 
Still let success attend him, let mankind 
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Adore in him your visible divinity ; 
Nor will I importune you for myself, 
But sum up all I ask in Artaxerxes. 

Art a. And doubt not but the gods will kindl 
Their virgin votary, and grant her prayer : 
Our glorious sun, the source of light and heat, 
Whose influence cheers the world he did createj 
Shall smile on thee from his meridian skies, 
And own the kindred beauties of thy eyes ; 
Thy eyes, which, should his own fair beams dec 
Might shine for him, and bless the world with d 



ACT IL SCENE I. 

An Apartment of the Palace. Memnon and N 

enttr. 

Memnon, 
Those who are wise in courts, my holy sir, 
Make friendships with the ministers of state, 
Nor seek the ruins of a wretched exile, 
Lest there should be contagion in misfortunes, 
And make th* alliance fatal. 

Mag. Friends like Memnon 
Are worth being sought in danger ; " since this 
" Of most flagitious note, degenerates 
" From the fam'd virtue of our ancestors, 
" And leaves but few examples of their excellen 
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Whom should we seek for friendship but those few, 
Those happy few, within whose breasts alone 
The footsteps of lost virtue yet remain. 

Mem. I pr'ythee peace \ for nothing misbecomes 
The man that would be thought a friend, like flattery j 
Flattery, the meanest kind of base dissembling 1 
And only us'd to catch the grossest fools : 
Besides, it stains the honour of thy fun&ion, 
Which, like the gods thou serv'st, should be sincere. 

Mag. By that sincerity, by all the service 
My friendship can express, I would approve it : 
And though I went not from Persepolis 
Companion of your exile, yet my heart 
Was with you still j and what I could I did, 
Beseeching ev'ry god for your return. 
" Nor were those vows in vain, since once again 
" *T is given me to behold my friend ; nay more, 
* c Would you agree, to keep you here for ever/* 

Mem. The gods, *t is true, are just, and have, I 
hope, 
At length decreed an end to my misfortunes ; 
At least they give me this, to die with honour, 
When life grows vile or burdensome. 

Mag. By me they offer all that you can ask, 
And point an easy way to happiness. 
Spare them the wounds our wretched country fears, 
The thousand ills which civil discord brings. 
Oh 1 still that noise of war, whose dread alarms 
Frighten repose from country villages, 
And stir rude tumult up, and wild distraction 
In all our peaceful cities. 



30 THE AMBITIOUS STEP-MOTHER. At 

Mem. Witness for me, 
Ye awful gods, who view our inmost thoughts \ 
I took not arms, till urg'd by self defence, 
The eldest law of nature. 
Impute not then those ills that may ensue 
To me; but those who with incessant hate 
Pursue my life, whose malice spreads the flame 
To every part, that my devoted fabric 
May in the universal ruin burn. 

Mag. And yet ev'n there perhaps you judge ' 
rashly, 
Impetuous passion hurries you so fast, 
You cannot mark th' advantage of your fortune. 

Mem. Has not the law been urg*d to set a brand 
Of foul dishonour on my hoary head ? 
Ha ! Am I not proscribed ? 

Mag. Forget that thought, 
That jarring grates your soul, and turns the harm 
Of blessed peace to curst infernal discord. 
Hate and its fatal causes all shall cease, 
And Memnon's name be honoured as of old ; 
The bravest and the most successful warrior, 
The fortunate defender of his country. 

Mem. *T is true (nor will it seem a boast to owi 
I have fought well for Persia, " and repay 'd 
" The benefit of birth with honest service." 
Full fifty years harness'd in rugged steel, 
I have endured the biting winter's blast, 
And the severer heats of parching summer : 
While they who loll'd at home on lazy couches, 
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Amidst a crew of harlots and soft eunuchs, 
Were at my cost secure in luxury : 
This is a justice Mirza's self must do me. 

Mag, Even he, though fatal accidents have set 
A most unhappy bar between your friendship, 
Lamenting that there has been cause of enmity, 
And owning all the merit of your virtues, 
Will often wish fate had ordain'd you friends. 

Mem. Our god, the sun, shall sooner change his 
course, 
And all th' impossibilities, which poets 
Count to extravagance of loose description, 
Shall sooner be. 

Mag, Yet hear me, noble Memnon : 
When by the duty of my priesthood mov'd, 
<c And in just detestation of the mischiefs 
" Intestine jars produce," I urg'd wise Mirza, 
By his concurrence, help, and healing counsel, 
To stop those wounds at which his country bleeds. # 
Griev'd at the thought, he vow'd his whole endeavour 
Should be to close those breaches 5 
That ev'n Oleander's death, and all those quarrels 
That long have nourish'd hatred in your houses, 
Should be in joy of public peace forgotten. 

Mem, Oh, cpuldst thou charm the malice of a states- 
man, 
And make him quit his purpose of revenge, 
Thy preaching might reform the guilty world, 
And vice would be no more. 

Mag. Nay, ev'n the Queen 
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Will bind the confirmation by her son, 

And asks the fair Amestris for prince Artaban. 

Mem. Were that the only terms, it were impossit 

Mag. You would not shun th* alliance of a princ 

Mem. No, for it is the glory of my fate, 
That Artaxerxes is design'd my son, 
" With every grace and royal virtue crown *d ; 
u Great, just, and merciful, such as mankind 
" (When in the infant world first governments 
u Began by choice) woald have designed a king. 

Mag. " Unbounded power, and height of greafoi 
give 
" To kings that lustre, which we think divine j 
" The wise who know 'em, know they are but mei 
" Nay, sometimes weak ones too : the crowd indee< 
tl Who kneel before the image, not the god, 
" Worship the deity their hands have made." 
The name of Artaban will be as great 
As that of Cyrus, when he shall possess 
(As sure he shall) his throne. 

Mem. Ha ! What means he ? 
This villain priest ! But hold my rage a little, 
And learn dissimulation ; I '11 try him further. [Asi 
You talk in riddles, when you name a throne, 
And Artaban ; the gods, " who portion out 
" The lots of princes as of private men," 
Have put a bar between his hopes and empire. 

Mag. What bar? 

Mem. The best, an elder brother's claim. 

Mag. That's easily remov'd j the King their fatb 
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On just and weighty reasons, has decreed 
His sceptre to the younger : add to this, 
The joint concurrence of our Persian lords, 
Who only want your voice to make it firm. 

Mem. Can I, can they, can any honest hand, 
Join in an a& like this ? Is not the elder 
By nature pointed out for preference ? 
(< Is not his right inroll'd among those laws 
c< Which keeps the world's vast frame in beauttous 

order ?" 
Ask those thou nam'd'st but now, what made them 

lords ? 
What titles had they had, if merit only 
Could have conferr'd a right, if nature had not 
Strove hard to thrust the worst deserving first, 
And stamp'd the noble mark of eldership 
Upon their baser metal. 

Mag. Sure there may be 
Reasons of so much power and cogent force, 
As may ev'n set aside this right of birth ; 
If sons have rights, yet fathers have 'em too. 
*T were an invidious task to enter into 
The insolence and other faults which mov'd 
Royal Arsaces to a just displeasure 
Against his eldest son, prince Artaxerxes. 

Mem. Ha! Dare not for thy life, I charge thee, 
dare not 
To brand the spotless virtue of my prince 
With falsehood of most base and damn'd contrivance. 
I tell thee, envious priest, should the just gods 

D 
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Require severe account of thy past life, 
And charge remembrance to dispose thy crimes 
In rank and hideous order to thy view, 
Horror and guilt of soul would make thee mad, 

Mag. You take the matter further than I meant 
My friendship only aims at your advantage j 
" Would point you out a way to peace and honou 
" And, in return of this, your rage unkindly 
" Loads me with injuries." 

Mem. Away ! I cannot bear thy base dissemblir 
My honest soul disdains thee and thy friendship. 
How hast thou dar'd to think so vilely of me, 
That I would condescend to thy mean arts, 
And traffic with thee for a prince's ruin ? 
" A prince the joy and honour of mankind, 
" As much superior to the rest of kings, 
" As they themselves are above common men; 
" And is the very image of the gods." 
Wert thou not privileg'd like age and women, 
My sword should reach thee, and revenge the wrc 
Thy tongue has done his fame. 

Mag. Ungrateful lord ! 
Wouldst thou invade my life, as a return 
For proffer "d love ? But let the event declare 
How great a good, by me sincerely offer'd, 
Thy dull romantic honour has refus'd. 
And since I have discharged the debt I ow'd 
To former friendship, if the gods hereafter 
Send ruin down, and plague thee with confusion. 
Remember me in vain, and curse thy fully. 

[Exit Maj 



0. 
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m. No, my remembrance treasures honest 

thoughts 
iiolds not things like thee ; I scorn thy friendship, 
would not owe my life to such a villain : 
hou art hardly saint enough to prophesy. 
: all thy tribe like thee, it might well startle 
ay unlearned faith, when through such hand9 
cnowledge of the gods is reach'd to man. 
hus those gods instruct us, that not all 
> like intruders thrust into their service, 
turn the holy office to a trade) 
:ipate their sacred influence, 
then is your own cause ; ye awful powers, 
ige yourselves, your violated altars, 
those who with unhallowed hands approach, 
tremble at your justice. [Exit. 



SCENE II. 

'alace. The Queen, Artaban, Mirza, Ma- 
gas, and Attendants enter. 

'. My brother then is come ? 
r. My lord, I saw him j 
him old haughty Memnon : as they pass'd, 
1 fierce disdain they view'd the gazing crowd, 
with dumb pride seem'd to neglect that worship 
:h yet they wish'd to find : this way they move, 
said, to ask an audience of the King. 
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Queen. Mirza, 't is well, I thank thy timely care j 
Here will we face this storm of insolence, 
Nor fear the noisy thunder : let it roll, 
Then burst, and spend at once its idle rage. 

Art. Why meet we thus like wrangling advocates, 
To urge the justice of our cause with words ? 
I hate this parle, *t is tame : if we must meet, 
Give me my arms, and let us stake at once 
Our rights of merit, and of eldership, 
And prove like men our title. 

Mir. 'T were unsafe. 
They come surrounded by a crowd of friends ; 
To strike through these were dangerous and rash. 
Fate waits for them elsewhere with certain ruin : 
From Mirza's hand expect it. 

Queen. Be it so : 
Auspicious sage, I trust thee with my fortune, 
My hopes of greatness, do thou guide 'em all, 
For me and for thyself. My son, give way, , 
Nor let thy hasty youth disturb with outrage 
The present necessary face of peace ; 
Occasions great and glorious will remain 
Worthy thy arms and courage. 

Art. I obey, 
And willingly resign th* unmanly task. 
" Words are indeed your province." 

Mir, My royal mistress, 
Prepare to meet with more than brutal fury 
From the fierce Prince and Memnon. 

Siueen. Well I know 
The insolence and native ^ruk of each, 
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h scurril taunts and blackest infamy 
y load my name : but let them rail, 
Oman's vengeance waits them. 
fir. They are here. 

rtaxerxes, Memnon, and Attendants inter. 

rta. Ye tutelar gods, who guard this royal fabric, 

I thou, O, Orosmades, the protector 

he great Persian race, e'er yet my father, 

al Arsaces, mingle with your godheads, 

nt me once more to lay before his feet 

eldest born, his once-lov'd Artaxerxes, 

jfFer my obedience to his age j 

that a son can owe to such a father. 

1, who with haggar'd eyes stare wildly on me, 

is by your attendance here you seem) 

1 serve the King my father, lead me to him. 

tteen. And dost thou wonder that mankind should 

stare, 
en parricides and rebels, in despite 
Lature, majesty, and reverend age, 
h impious force and ruffian violence, 
aid rob a king and father of his life f 
off his short remains— 
rta. Ha I say'st thou, woman ? 
'ythee peace, and urge not a reply ; 
>uld not hold acquaintance with thy infamy. 
ueen. Ye righteous Powers, whose justice awes the 

world, 

D iy 
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Let not your thunders sleep, when crimes like these 
Stalk in the open air. 

Arta . Thy priest instructs thee, 
Else sure thou hadst not dar'd to tempt the gods, 
And trifle with their justice. Canst thou name it, 
And look on me ? On me, whom thy curst arts 
Have strove to bar from native right to empire j 
Made me a stranger to a father's love, 
And broke the bands of nature, which once held me 
The nearest to his heart. 

Queen. Had he not reason, 
When thou, with rebel insolence, didst dare 
To own and to protect that hoary ruffian : 

{Pointing to Memnon. 
And in despite ev'n of thy father's justice, 
To stir the factious rabble up to arms 
For him j and make a murderer's cause thy own ? 

Mem. I had another name ; nor shouldst thou move 
me, 
Insulting Queen, to words, did not remembrance 
With horror sting my soul for Tiribasus, 
Thy murder'd lord, when by my fatal orders, 
And by his own high courage urg'd, he fell, 
To make thy way to guilty greatness easy. 
I thought him then a traitor (for thy arts 
Had taught the royal mandate so to call him) 
Too big for public justice j and on that pretence 
Consented to the snare that catch'd his life j 
So my obedient honesty was made 
The pander to thy lust and black ambition. 
Except tke guilt of thai accursed day, 
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In all my iron years of wars and danger, 
From blooming youth, down to decaying age, 
My fame ne'er knew a stain of foul dishonour $ 
And if that made me guilty, think what thou art, 
The cause and the contriver of that mischief. 

Siueen. What, nam'st thou Tiribasus ! Be his guilt 
Forgotten with his memory. Think on Cleander, 
And let the furies that enquire for blood, 
Stir horror up, and bitterest remorse, 
To gnaw thy anxious. Oh, great Cleander ! 
Unworthy was thy fate, thou first of warriors, 
To fall beneath a base assassin's stab, 
Whom all the thirsty instruments of death 
Had in the field of battle sought in vain. 

Mem. In sight of Heaven and of the equal gods, 
I will avow that my revenge was just, 
My injured honour could not ask for less ; 
Since he refus'd to do a soldier's justice, 
I us'd him as I ought. 

Queen. Amazing boldness ! 
And dar'st thou call that aft a soldier's justice ? 
Didst thou not meet him with dissembled friendship, 
Hiding the rancour of thy heart in smiles ? 
When he (whose open unsuspecting nature 
Thought thee a soldier honest as himself) 
Came to the banquet as secure of peace, 
«' By mutual vows renew'd 5 and in the revel 
*' Of that luxurious day, forgetting hate, 
" And every cause of ancient animosity, 
« Devoted all his thoughts to mirth and friendship :" 
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Then, Memnon, (at an hour when few are villains, 
The sprightly juice infusing gentler thoughts, 
" And kindling love even in the coldest breasts) 1 * 
Unequal to him in the face of war, 
Stole on Cleander with a coward's malice, 
And struck him to the heart. 

Mem. By the stern god, 
By Mars, the patron of my honoured wars, 
*Tis basely false. In his own drunken brawl 
The boaster fell. I bore his lavish tongue, 
Nor thought him worth my sword, till (his cold temper 
Warm'd with the wine) he dar'd me to the combat \ 
Then pleas'd to meet him in that fit of valour, 
I took him at his word, and " (with my sword 
" Drawn against his in equal opposition)*' 
I kiird him while it lasted. 

Arta. Cease we, my friend, 
This women's war of railing ; when they talk, 
Men should be still, and let noise tire itself. 
I came to find a father, though my fears 
Suggest the worst of evils to my thoughts, 
And make me dread to hear Arsaces' fate. 
Lead, Memnon, to the presence. 

Slueen. Prince, you pass not. 
Guards, keep the door. The King your father lives 

Arta. Ha! if he lives, why lives he not to me ? 
Why am I thus shut out and banished from him ? 
Why are my veins rich with his royal blood ? 
Why did he give me life, if not to serve him ?- 
Forbid me not to wait upon his bed, 
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And watch his sickly slumbers, that my youth 
May with its service glad his drooping age, 
And his cold hand may bless me ere he die. 
Nay, be a queen, and rob me of his crown, 
But let me keep my right to filial piety. 

Queen. Well hast thou urg'd the specious name of 
duty, 
To hide deform'd rebellion : hast thou not 
With thy false arts poison' d his people's loyalty? 
What meant thy pompous progress through the empire? 
Thy vast profusion to the factious nobles, 
Whose interest sways the crowd, and stirs up mutiny ? 
Why did thy haughty, fierce, disdainful soul 
Stoop to the meanest arts which catch the vulgar 5 
Herd with them, fawn upon them, and caress them ? 
Appeal to them, to them relate thy wrongs, 
And make them judges of thy father's justice ! 
Thy cruel and unnatural lust of power 
Has sunk thy father more than all his years, 
And made him wither in a green old age. 

Arta. False all as hell : nor had I arm'd my friends 
But to defend that righ t 

Queen, Dost thou not come, 
Impatient of delay, to hasten fate ? 
To bring that death, the lingeiing disease 
Would only for a day or two defer ? 

Arta. I hear thee, and disdain thy little malice, 
That dares to stain my virtue with a crime 
It views with most abhorrence ; but reproach 
Is lost on thee, since modesty, with all 
The virtues that adorn thy sex, is fled% 
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Queen. Audacious rebel ! 

Arta, Infamous adultress! 
Stain of my father's bed, and of his throne ! 

Art, Villain, thou ly'st. O, madam, give me ^ 
[To the Queen, *who holds himi drawing bis s<u 
Whatever bars my fury, calls me base, 
Unworthy of the honour of your son. 

Queen. Hold, Artaban : my honour suffers not 
From his lewd breath, " nor shall thy sword prof 
" With brawls of blood the reverence of this plao 
u To peace and sacred majesty devoted." 

Arta. Ha ! Who art thou ? 

Art. The son of great Arsaces. 

Arta . No, *t is false ; thy forging mother's dan 
contrivance. 
Seek for thy father in that plotting fellow, 

[Pointing to Mi 
The hero's race disclaims thee. Why dost thou fr< 
And knit thy boyish brow ? Dost thou dare ough 
Worthy the rank of the divine Arsaces I 
If so, come forth } break from that woman's arms 
And meet me with thy good sword like a man. 

Art. Yes, Artaxerxes, yes j thou shalt be met : 
The mighty gods have held us in the balance. 
And one of us is doom'd to sink for ever j 
Nor can I bear a long delay of fate, 
But wish the great decision were even now : 
Proud and ambitious prince, I dare like thee 
All that is great and glorious. Like thine, 
Immortal thirst of empire fires my soul : 
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My soul, which of superior power impatient, 
Disdains thy eldership 5 therefore in arms 
(Which give the noblest right to kings) I will 
To death dispute with thee the throne of Cyrus. 

Arta . Do this, and thou art worthy of my anger. 
Oh, energy divine of great ambition, 
That can inform the aouls of beardless boys, 
And ripen them to men, in spite of nature 1 
I tell thee, boy, that empire is a cause, 
For which the gods might wage immortal war. 
Then let my soul exert her utmost virtue, 
And think at least thou art Arsaces' son, 
That the idea of thy fancy'd father 
May raise and animate thy lesser genius, 
And make thee fit to meet my arm in battle. 
Art. Oh ! doubt not but ray soul is charm'd with 
greatness, 
" So much it rivals ev'n the joy of knowledge 
u And sacred wisdom. What makes gods divine, 
€< But power and science infinite ?** 
Hear only this ; our father, press'd by age, 

And a long train of evils which that brings, 

Languishes in the last extremes of life : 

Since thou wouldst blot my birth with base dishonour, 

Be this my proof of filial piety : 

AWhile yet he lives, cease we our enmity, 

Nor let the hideous noise of war disturb 

His parting soul. 

Arta. I take thee at thy word : 
J,et his remains of life be peace betwixt us. 
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And after that let all our time be war. 
Remember when we meet, since one must fall, 
Who conquers and survives, survives to empire. 

[Exeunt severally Queen and Artaban, Artaxerxe* 
and Memnon, cum suis. 

Mir. Most fortunate event ! which gives us more 
Than even our wishes could have ask'd. This truce 
Gives lucky opportunity for thinking ;* 
*T will lull these thoughtless heroes to security. 

Mag. Th* approaching festival will more confirm it: 
" Of all those sacred times which heretofore 
" Religion has distinguished from the rest, 
" And to the service of the gods devoted, 
" This has been still more venerably held. 
*' Amongst the vulgar toil and labour ceases, 
«< With chaplets crown'd they dance to the shrill pipe, 
" And in their songs invoke those milder deities, 
*' That soften anxious life with peace and pleasure j 
" Slaves are enfranchise, and inveterate foes 
" Forget, or at the least suspend their hate, 
<{ And meet like friends. Pernicious discord seems 
*' Out rooted from our more than iron-age : 
" The gods are worshipped with unusual reverence," 
Since none, notev'n our kings, approach their temples, 
With any mark of war's destructive rage, 
But sacrifice unarmM. 

Mir, A lucky thought 
Is in my mind at once completely form'd, 
Like Grecian Pallas in the head of Jove. 
When Memnon, Artaxerxes, and their friends, 
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in obedience to the holy rites, 
lorrow at the altars bow unarmed, 
lanes, with a party of the guards, 
in my palace shall this night be placed, 
at that private door which opens into 
temple, rush at once, and seize them all* 
heads once safe, the mean and heartless crowd 
fith ease may be dispersed. 
iMag. What you propose 
wears a successful face, were it as innocent : 
Jmi a£t of such outrageous profanation, 
^ay shock the thoughts ev'n of our closest friends* 
A.nd make them start from an abhorr'd alliance, 
T^hat draws the vengeance of the gods upon them. 

" Mir. Art thou the first to start a doubt like that ? 
<c Art thou (who dost inspire their oracles, 
** And teach them to deceive the easy crowd 
*' In doubtful phrase) afraid of thy own gods ? 
t( In every change they were on thy side still, 
c< And sure they will not leave thee now for trifles. 
*' The gods shall certainly befriend our cause, 
«' At least not to be our foes j nor will they leave 
" Their happy seats (where free from care and pain» 
" Bless'd in themselves alone, of man regardless, 
*' They loll serene in everlasting ease) 
*' To mind the trivial business of our world. 

«' Mag." But more I fear the superstitious vulgar, ! 
Who, though unknowing what religion means, : 

Yet nothing moves them more than zealous rage ; 
For its defence, when they believe it violated. 1 

£ 
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Mir. " I was to blame to tax the priest with scruples, 
" Or think his care of interest was his conscience. 

\Aai*: x 
My caution shall obviate all thy fears 5 
We will give out that they themselves designed 
To fire the temple, and then kill the King. 
No matter, though it seems not very probable 5 
More monstrous tales have oft amus'd the vulgar. 

Mag. I yield to your direction ; and to strengthen 
The enterprize, will secretly dispose 
A parry of my own within the temple, 
To join with yours. 

Mir. It joys my heart to think 
That 1 shall glut my vengeance on this Memnon : 
That I shall see him strive in vain, and curse 
The happy fraud that caught him. " Like a lion, 
" Who long has reign'd the terror of the woods, 
" And dar'd the boldest huntsmen to the combat; 
« 'Till catchM at length within some hidden snare, 
" With foaming jaws he bites the toils that hold him, 
" And roars, and rolls his fiery eyes in vain, 
" While the surrounding swains at pleasure wound 

him, 
« c And make his death their sport : 
" Thus wit still gets the mastery over courage. 
" Long time unmatched in war the hero shone, 
" And mighty fame in fields of battle won ; 
" 'Till one fine projecl of the statesman's brain, 
" Bereaves him of the spoils his arms did gain, 
" And renders all his boasted prowess vain/* [Exeunt 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 



'or den belonging to MirzaV Palace. Cleone is dis* 
vered lying on a bank of flowers, Be Liz a attending. 

SONG. 
By B. Stote, Esq. 

UPON a shady bank reposed, 

Philanthe, amorous , young , and fair, 

Sighing, to the grows disclosed 
The story of her care, 

The 'vocal groves give some relief 

While they her notes return ; 
The 'waters murmur o'er her grief 

And Echo seems to mourn, 

A swain, that heard the nymph complain, 

In pity of the fair, 
Thus kindly strove to cure her pain, 

And ease her mind of care, 

^Tis just that love should give you rest, 

Prom love your torments came ; 
Take that vuarm cordial to your breast, 

And meet- a kinder flame. 
Eij 
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Hchiv wretched must the woman prove, 
(Be t ware i fair nymph, beware) 

Whose folly scorns another's lo*ve 9 
And courts her own despair? 

i 

Cle. Oh love ! thou bane of an unhappy maid ! 
Still art thou busy at my panting heart ! 
Still dost thou melt my soul with thy soft images, 
And make my ruin pleasing ! Fondly I try, 
By gales of sighs and floods of streaming tears, 
To vent my sorrows, and assuage my passions 3 
Still fresh supplies renew the exhausted stores. 
Love reigns my tyrant, to himself alone 
He vindicates the empire of my breast, 
And banishes all thoughts of joy for ever. 

BeL Why are you still thus cruel to yourself? 
Why do you feed and cherish the disease, 
That preys on your dear life ? How can you hope 
To find a cure for love in solitude ? 
Why rather chuse you not to shine at court j 
And in a thousand gay diversions there, 
To lose the memory of this wretched passion ? 

Cle, Alas ! Beliza, thou hast never known 
The fatal power of a resistless love ; 
Like that avenging guilt that haunts the impious. 
In vain we hope by flying to avoid it j 
In courts and temples it pursues us still, 
And in the loudest clamours will -be heard : 
It grows, a part of us, lives in our blood, 
And every beating pulse proclaims its force. 
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Oh ! think not then that I can shun myself; 
The grave can only hide me ii dm, my sorrows. 

BeL Allow me then *t least to share yoqr griefs 5 
Companions in misfortunes make them less 5 
And I could suffer much to make you easy. 

Cle. Sit by me, gentle maid, and I will tell 
A wretched tale of unregarded love, 
If thou, in kind compassion of my woes, 
Shalt sigh, or shed a tear for my mishap, 
My grateful eyes shall pay it back with interest. 
Help me to rail at my too easy heart, 
That rashly entertained this fatal guest: 
And you, my eyes, why were you still impatient 
Of any other sight but Artaxerxes? 
Why did you make my woman's heart acquainted 
With all the thousand graces and pevfe&ions, 
That dress the lovely hero up for conquest ? 

Bel. Had you opposed this passion in its infancy, 
Ere time had given it strength, it might have dy'd. 

Cle. That was the fatal error that undid me : 
My virgin thoughts, and unexperiene'd innocence, 
Found not the danger till it was too late. 
And though when first I saw the charming prince, 
I felt a pleasing motion in my heart, 
Short- breathing sighs heav'd in my panting breast, 
u The mounting blood flushed at my glowing face, 
" And dy'd my cheeks with more than usual blushes," 
I thought him, sure the wonder of hi* kind, 
And wish my fate had given me such a brother : 



1 
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Yet knew not that I lov'd but thought that all, 
Like me, beheld and bless'd him for his excellence. 

BeL Sure never hopeless maid was curst before. 
With such a wretched passion j all the gods 
Join to oppose your happiness ; *t is said, 
This day the Prince shall wed the Eur Amestris. 

CU. No, my Beliza, I have never known 
The pleasing thoughts of hope : certain despair 
Was born at once, and with my love increased. 
" BeL Think you the Prince has e'er perceiv'd your 

thoughts ? 
u Cle. Forbid it, all ye chaster powers, that favour 
4C The modesty and innocence of maids : , 
" No, till my death, no other breast but thine 
" Shall e'er participate the fatal secret, 
" Oh ! could I think that he had ever known 
«' My hidden flame, shame and confusion 
" Would force my virgin soul to leave her mansion, 
" And certain death ensue." 
Thou nam'dst the fair Amestris, didst thou not ? 
Bel. Madam, I did. 
Cle. I envy not her happiness, 
Though sure few of our sex are bless'd like her 
Jn such a godlike lord. 
Would I had been a man ! 

With honour then I might have sought his friendship i 
Perhaps from long experience of my faith, 
He might have lov'd me better than the rest. 
Amidst the dangers of the horrid war, 
Still had I been the nearest to his side ; \ 
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In courts and triumphs still had shared hit joys* 
Or when the sportful chase had calPd iwfbrth, 
Together had we cheer'd our foaming steeds, 3 - 
Together pressed the savage o*erthe plairi: 
And when o'er-'fabour'd with the pleasittg toil, 
Stretched on the verdant soil, bad slept together. 
But whither does my roving fancy wander ? 
These are the sick dreams of fantastic love* 
*' So in the calenture the seaman fattens 
" Green fields and flowVy meadows on the ocean, 
u Till leaping in, the wretch is kfct for ever. 

" Bel* Try but the ; common remedies of lore, 
" And let a second flame expel the first. 

" Cle. Impossible : as well thou may'st imagine, 
" When thou complain'st of heat at scorching noon, 
" Another sun shall lise to shine more kindly. 
€€ Believe me, my Beliza, I am grown 
" So fond of the delusion that has charm'd me, 
41 I hate the officious hand that offers cure." 

Bel. Madam, prince Artaban. 

Cle. My cruel stars ! 
Do you then envy me my very solitude ? 
But death, the wretch's only remedy, 
Shall hide me from your hated light for ever. 

Artaban enters. 

Art. Ah, lovely mourner ! still, still wilt thou blast 
My eager love with inauspicious tears ? 
When at thy feet I kneel, and sue for pity, 
Or justly of thy cold regards complain, 
Still wilt thou only answer me with i\g\\*\ * 
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Cle. Alas ! my lord, what answer can I give ? 
If still I entertain you with my grief, 
Pity the temper of a wretched maid, 
By nature sad, and born the child of sorrow i 
In vain you ask for happiness from me, 
Who want it for myself. 

Art. Can blooming youth, 
And virgin innocence, that knows not guilt, 
Know any cause for grief? 

" Cle. Do but survey 
" The miserable state of human kind, 
" Where wretches are the general increase, 
" And tell me if there be not cause for grief. 

" Art. Such thoughts as these, my fair philosopher, 
" Inhabit wrinkled cheeks and hollow eyes j 
" The marks which years set on the wither'd sage t 
" The gentle goddess, Nature, wisely has 
" Allotted other cares for youth and beauty." 
The god of love stands ready with his torch 
To light it at thy eyes, but still in vain ; 
For ere the flame can catch, 't is drown'd in tears. 

" Cle. Oh ! name not love, the worst of all misfor- 
tunes. 
w The common ruin of my easy sex, 
" Which I have sworn for ever to avoid, 
s c In memory of all those hapless maids, 
u That love has plungM in unexampled woes." 

Art. Forbear to argue with that angel face, 
Against the passion thou wert form'd to raise. 
•' Alas I thy frozen heart has only known 
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" Love in reverse, not tasted of its joys ; 

" The wishes, soft desires, and pleasing pains, 

w That centre all in most extatic bliss. 

" Oh, lovely tnaid, mispend no more that treasure 

" Of youth and charms, which lavish nature gives j" 

The Paphian goddess frowns at thy delay j 

By her fair self, and by her son she swears, 

Thy beauties are devoted to her service. 

Lo ! Now she shoots her fires into my breast, 

She urges my desires, and bids me seize thee, 

[Taking her band and kissing iU 
And bear thee as a vi&im to her altar : 
Then offer up ten thousand thousand joys, 
As an amends for all thy former coldness. 

Cle. Forbear, my lord 5 or I must swear to fly 
For ever from your sight. 

" Art. Why dost thou frown, 
" And damp the rising joy within my breast. 
" Art thou resolv'd to force thy gentle nature, 
" Compassionate to all the world beside, 
€S And only to me cruel ? Shall my vows, 
*' Thy father's intercession, all be vain.'* 

Cle. " Why do you urge my father's fatal power, 
u To curse you with a sad unlucky bride ?*' " . 

Cast round your eyes on our gay Eastern courts, 
Where smiling beauties, born to better fate, 
Give joy to the beholders j 
There bless some happy princess with your vows, 
And leave the poor Cleone to her sorrows. 

4rt . What queens are those of most celestial form, 
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Whose charms can drive thy image from my heart 

Oh ! were they cast in Nature's fairest mould, 

Brighter than Cynthia's shining train of stars, 

** Kind as the softest she that ever clasp'd 

" Her lover, when the bridal night was past j'* 

I swear I would prefer thee, O Cleone, 

*' With all thy scorn and cold indifference/' 

Would choose to languish and to die for thee, 

Much rather than be bless'd, and live for them. 

Cle. Oh, prince! It is too much, nor am I word 
The honour of your passion, since 't is fix'd 
By certain and unalterable fate, 
That I can never yield to a return ; 
My thoughts are all to chaste Diana vow'd, 
And I have sworn to die a virgin votary. 

Art. Impossible ! thou canst not give away 
Mine and thy father's right, ev'n to the gods : 
Diana will disown the unjust donation, 
Nor favour such an injury to love. 
To every power divine I will appeal, 
Nor shall thy beauty bribe 'em to be partial. 
Their altars now expedt us 5 come, fair saint, 
And if thou wilt abide their righteous doom, 
Their justice must decree my happiness, 
Reward my sufferings, and my flame approve, 
For they themselves have felt the power of love. 

[Ext 
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SCENE II. 



The Temple of the Sun. Artaxerxes, Amestris, 

and Attendants enter. 

Arta. 'T is done ! 'T is done ! Oh, let me find some 
way, 
To tell the mighty joy that fills my breast, 
Lest I grow mad with height of furious bliss. 
The holy priest has ty'd the sacred knot, 
And my Amestris now is all my own. 
Oh, thou soft charmer ! thou excelling sweetness ! 
Why art thou not transported all like me ? 
I swear thou dost not love thy Artaxerxes, 
If thou art calm in this excess of happiness. 

Am. Alas ! my lord, my panting heart yet trembles 
" In vast suspense between unruly joys 
" And chilling fears.** Somewhat methinks there is 
That checks my soul, and says I was too bold 
'J o quit the pleasures of my virgin state, 
To barter 'em for cares and anxious love. 

Arta. These are the fears which wait on every bride, 
And only serve for preludes to her joys ; 
Short sighs, and all those motions of thy heart, 
Are nature's call, and kindle warm desires. 
Soon as the friendly goddess of the night 
Shall draw her veil of darkness o'er thy blushes, 
These little cold unnecessary doubts 
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Shall fly the circle of my folding arms : 
" And when I press thee trembling to my bo? 
** Thou shalt confess (if there be room for w< 
" Or ev'n for thoughts) that all those thoug 
bliss* 

" Am. Yet surely mine are more than comm 
u For, Oh, my prince ! when my foreboding 
€< Surveys th 1 uncertain state of human joys, 
" How secretly the malice of our fate 
** Unseen pursues, and often blasts our happi: 
#< In full security; I justly dread, 
'« Lest death or parting, or some unseen acci< 
#c Much worse, if possible, than each of these 
" Should curse us more than ever we were bles 

" Aria, Doubt not the gods, my fair, wh 
teous power 
" Shall favour and protect our virtuous loves, 
" If still thou apprehend' st approaching dang 
" Let us make haste and snatch th' uncertain j< 
" While fate is in our power. 
u Now let us start, and give a loose to love, 
«« Feast ev'ry sense, with each luxurious pleas 
u Improve our minutes, make 'em more than 
" Than ages, and ev'n live the life of gods. 
<c If after this, death or ill-fortune comes, 
" It cannot injure us, since we already 
" Have liv'd, and been before-hand with our 

" Am. Oh ! let me ease at once my tender 
" And tell my dearest lord my worst of fears. 
" There is an ill which more than death I dre 
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* Should you by time and long fruition sated, 
r< Grow faithless, and forget the lost Araestris $ 
r< Forget that everlasting truth you vow'd, 
tc Though sure I should not publicly complain, 
s< Nor to the gods accuse my perjur'd prince, 
* c Yet my soft soul would sink beneath the weight $ 
l< I should grow mad, and curse my very being, 
** And wish I ne'er had been, or not been lov'd. 

" Arta. Dost thou — when every happier star. shine* 
for us, 
c< And with propitious influence gilds our fortune, 
c< Dost thou invent fantastic forms of danger, 
" And fright thy soul with things that are impossible? 
c< Now by the potent god of love I swear, 
u I will have ample vengeance for thy doubts. 
" My soft complaining fair, shalt thou not pay me 
" In joys too fierce for thought, for these suspicions ? 
u The bands which hold our love are knit by fate, 
" Nor shall decaying Time or Nature loose 'em. 
" Beyond the limits of the silent grave, 
*' Love shall survive, immortal as our beings r 
" And when at once we climb yon azure skies, 
*' We will be shown to all the bless'd above, 
u For the most constant pair that e'er deserved 
u To mingle with their stars. 

" Am. *T is true ! *T is true ! 
« Nor ought I to suspeft thee. Oh, my hero ! 
" The gods have form* d thee for the nearest pattern 
'* Of their own excellence and perfect truth. 
" Oh, let me sink upon thy gentle bosom, 

F 
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" And, blushing, tell how greatly I ambless'd. 

€S Forgive me, Modesty, if here I vow, 

" That all the pleasures of my virgin state 

" WeFe poor and trifling to the present rapture t 

4€ A gentle warmth invades my glowing breast, 

" And while I fondly gaze upon thy face, 

" Ev'n thought is lost in exquisite delight, 

" Art. Oh, thou delicious, perfect, angel woman! 
« Thou art too much for mortal sense to bear: 
" The vernal bloom and fragrancy of spices, 
" Wafted by gentle winds, are not like thee, 
" From thee, as from the Cyprian queen of love, 
' •" Ambrosial odours flow; my every faculty 
" Is charm'd by thee, and drinks immortal pleasure. 
" Oh, glorious god of day, fly swiftly forward, 
" And to thy sister's rule resign the world : 
<f Nor haste to rise again, but let the night 
" Long bless me with her stay, that thy return fc 

" At morn may find me happiest of my kind." 

Memnon enters, • ft 

My father! Is there an increase of joy ? 
What can ye give, ye gods, to make it more. 

Mem, Ye blessings of my age ! Whom when I view> * 
The memory of former woes is lost. 
Oh, prince ! Well has this glorious day repay*d 
My youth and blood spent in Arsaces' service. 
Nor, had the gods indulg'd my vainest wishes, 
Durst I have ask'd for such a son as you are. 
jBut I am roughly bred, in words unknowing,* 
Nor can I phrase my sp^c\v va ^x. ^^TO&Ys&t I 



I; 
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To tell how much I love and honour you : 
Might I but live to fight one battle for you, 
Though with my life I bought the victory 5 
T^hough my old batter' d trunk were hew'd to pieces, 
And scattered o'er the field, yet should I bless 
/ My fate, and think my years wound up with honour, 

Arta. Doubt not, my noble father, but ev'n yet 
A large remain of glory is behind, 
When civil discord shall be reconcil'd, 
And all the noise of faction hush'd to peace : 
Rough Greece alike in arts and arms severe, 
No more shall brand the Persian name with softness* 
Athens and Sparta wond'ring, shall behold us,. 
Strict in our discipline, undaunted, patient 
Of war's stern toil, and dread our hostile virtue. 
Those stubborn commonwealths, that proudly dare 
Disdain the glorious monarch of the East, 
Shall pay their homage to the throne of Cyrus. 
And when with laurels cover'd we return, 
My love shall meet, and smiling bless our triumph, 
While at her feet I lay the sceptres of the world. 

Mem. Oh, glorious theme ! By Heaven, it fires my 
age, 
And kindles youth again in my cold veins. 

Arta* Ha ! Mirza and the Queen 1 retire, my fair j 
Ungentle hate and brawling rage shall not 
Disturb the peace, to which this happy day 
Is doubly sacred. Forward to the altar. 

{Exeunt Artaxerxes, Amestris, Memnon, and 
Attendants. 

Fy 
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The Queen, Mirza, and Attendants, enter at the 

other Door. 

Mir. All are disposed, and fate but waits our orders 
For a deciding blow. 

Queen. Your caution was 
Both wise and faithful, hot to trust my son 
Too rashly with a secret of this nature : 
The youth, though great of soul, and fond of glor^i 
Yet leans to the fantastic rules of honour, \ 

Would hesitate at such an a£t as this. 
Though future empire should depend upon it. 

Mir. When time shall add experience to that know- 
ledge, 
With which his early youth is richly fraught, 
He '11 be convinced that only fools would lose 
A crown for notionary principles. 
Honour is the unthinking soldier's boast, 
Whose dull head cannot reach those finer arts, 
By which mankind is governed. 

Queen. And yet it gives a lustre to the great, 
And makes the crowd adore 'em. 

Mir. Your son shall reap 
The whole advantage, while we bear the guilt: 
You, madam, when the sacred hymns are finished, 
Must with the prince retire ; our foes when seiz'd, 
Within the temple may be best secur'd, 
Till you dispose their fate. 

Queen. The rites attend us ; [Solemn Music is heard* 
This day my son is monarch of the East. 
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Mir. Lend us, ye gods, your temples but this day, 
f ou shall be paid with ages of devotion, 
\nd after this, for ever undisturb'd, 
3raod o'er your smoaking altars. 

[Exeunt Queen, Mirza, and Attendants. 



SCENE III. 

Opening, shows the Altar of the Sun, Mag as, and seve- 
ral other Priests attending. Solemn Music is heard. 
Then enter on one side Memnon, Artaxerxes, 
Amestris, and Attendants ; on the other side the 
Queen, Mirza, Artaban, Cleone, Clean- 
Thes, and Attendants. They all bow towards the 
Altar, and then range themselves on each side of the 
stage, while the following Hymn is perform" din Parts 
and Chorus by the Priests. 

HYMN to the Sun, by W. Shippen, Esq^ 

Hail, light, that doubly glads our sphere, 
Glory and triumph of the year ! 
Hail, festival, for ever blest, 
By the adoring ravish' d East ! 

" Hail, Mithras, mighty deity ! 

" For fire and air, and earth and sea, 

Prom thee their origin derive, 

Motion and form from thee receive. 






Fiij 
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« When matter yet unfitted lay 4 , 

" No sooner thou irifus*a*~thy raf, 

«' But the dull mass its power obeyed. 

" But an harmonious world was made. 

" Which stilly when thou withdraw" st thy beam 

" An undistinguished Chaos seems, 

" For what are objeSs without sighf ? 

" Or vision, when involved in night ? 

» 
" Nigbt is an universal grave, 

" Where things but doubtful being have j 

" C HU them thy beams illuminate, 

" And, as it were, again create." 

Chorus, (&c. 

*' Hail, source of immaterial fire^ 

" That ne'er began, can ne y er expire ; 

" Whose orb, with streaming glories fraught ', 

" Dazzles the ken of human thought." 

All the dependent spheres above, 
By thy direction shine and move : 
All purer beings here below, 
From thy immediate essence flow* 

What is the soul of man, but light, 
Drawn down from thy transcendent height ? 
What but an intelleclual beam ; 
A spark of thy immortal flam? 
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" For as thou ruVstwbb gladsome rays 
« c The greater world, so this the leu : 
" And like tby own diffusive soul, 
" Shoots life and 'vigour through the whole* 

« Since then from thee at first it came, 
u To thee, though clogged, it points its flame : 
•* And conscious of superior birth, 
" Despises this unkindred earth ," 
Chorus, &c. 

Hail, Orosmades, power divine ! 
Permit us to approach tby shrine 5 
Permit thy votaries to raise 
Their grateful voices to tby praise, 

Thou art the father of our kings, 
The stem whence their high lineage springs j 
" The sovereign lord, that does maintain 
u Their uncontroVd and boundless reign" 

Ob, then assist tby drooping son, 
Who long has graced our Persian throne I 
Ob, may he yet extend bis sway ! 
We yet drsacei rule obey I 

" Let tby vitality impart 
" New spirits to bis fainting heart : 
" Let him like thee (from whom be sprung) 
« Be ever adive, everyomg" 
Chorus, &c. 
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\When the Music is ended, Memnon, Artaxerxes, 
&c. Queen, Artaban, &c. g6 off as tbey entered, 
severally ; only Miraa conies forward, and the Scene 
shuts-; be looks after Amestris going out, and then 
speaks.] 
Mir What means this foreign warmth within my 
breast ? 
Is this a time for any thought but vengeance ? 
That fatal beauty dazzles my weak sense, 
And blasts the resolution of my soul : 
" My eyes in contradiction to my purpose, 
" Still bent to her, and drunk the poison in 5 
" While I stood stupid in suspence of thought, 
" And now like oil my flaming spirits blaze; 
" My arteries, my heart, my brain is scorch'd, 
4f And I am all one fury/* Feeble Mirza ! 
Canst thou give way to dotage, and become 
The jest of fools? No! 't is impossible : 
Revenge shall rouze, " and with her iron whips 
" Lash forth this lazy ague from my blood, 
<f This malady of girls. Remember, statesman, 
" Thy fate and future fortunes now are forming, 
" And summon all thy counsels to their aid, 

Ev'n thy whole soul It wo' not be : Amestrifc' 

Still rises uppermost in all my thoughts, 
The master-piece of nature. The boy god 
Laughs at my rage, and triumphs o'er my folly. 

[A tumultuous noise is beard* 
Ha I by the gods, 't is doing ! Now, my stars, 
Be kind, and make me master of my wish at once. 
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Magas enters. 

But sec, the priest— Why dost thou stare and tremble? 
Have we succeeded ? say ; and ease my fears. 

Mag. My soul is pierc'd with horror ! Every god 
Seems from his shrine to threaten us with vengeance. 
The temple reels, and all its ponderous roof 
Nods at the profanation. 

Mir. Base and fearful ! 
u How can thy wretched soul conceive such mon- 
sters ?" 
Canst thou, who wouldst be great, be superstitious ? 
But 'tis the coward's vice. Say, are our enemies 
secur'd ? 

Mag. They are ; the Prince, old Memnon, and his 
daughter, 
Are in Orchanes* hands 3 only Tigranes 
With some of lesser note are fled. 

Mir. No matter: 
These are the soul, the rest a lifeless mass, 
Nor worth our apprehension. 

Mag. Will you stay, 
To meet the furious thunder of their rage ? 

Mir. I will : thou may'st retire, and summon baclc 
Thy scatter'd spirits : let not the crowd see 
Thy fears j *t will make thee vile and cheap among 'em. 

lExit Magas, 
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Artaxerxes, Memnon, and Amestris enter % 
prisoners 5 Or c ha nes, iW Guards. 

j#r/rf. Slave ! Villain ! Answer— say— how hast thou 
dar'd 
To do this insolence ? 

Orcb. I know my orders, 
Which from the Queen my mistress I receiv'd, 
Who will avow her own authority. 

Arta. Ha! from the Queen! She durst not, 'tis 
impossible ! 
'Tis sacrilege ! 't is treason 1 't is damnation ! 
Am I not Artaxerxes ? Born to empire, 
The next degree to gods ? O, thou bright sun, 
That roll'st above, the object of our worship, 
Canst thou behold, and not avenge thy race r 
Thy injured race ? If I could ought admit 
Unworthy of thy great original, 
Let me be doom'd to fall this villain's slave. 
If not, why am I made the scorn of wretches 
" So much below me, that they hardly share 
** The common privilege of kind : but are 
" As beasts to men — ; — '* 

Mem. See where the master- villain stands ! unmovM 
And harden'd in impiety ; he laughs 
At the fictitious justice of the gods, 
And thinks their thunder has not wings to reach him. 
But know, the joy thy triumph brings is short : 
My fate (if the gods govern) or at least 
My mind, 's beyond thy reach, and scorns thy malice. 



« 
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Mir. Dull, valiant fool, thy ruin is the least, 
The most ignoble triumph of my wit. 
Oleander's blood asks for substantial vengeance, 

And when the thought that labours in my breast 

Appears in action, thou shalt know the cause 
" Why I remain to view thy hated face, 
" That blasts me with its presence. Thou shalt 

know it," 
And curse thyself; curse the ill-omen'd day 
That gave thee birth j renouncing all the gods, 
Thyself of them renouncM, shall sink to hell 
In bitterest pangs, and mingle with the furies. 

Mem. Unhallow'd dog, thou ly'st ! the utmost force 
Of all thy study' d malice cannot move me 
" To any ait that misbecomes my courage j" 
And if the gods in trial of my virtue, 
Can yield my life up to the hangman's mercy, 
I Ml shew thee with what ease the brave and honest 
Can put off life, still thou shalt damn thy aits, 
Thy wretched arts, and impotence of malice. 

Mir. Rest well assur'd, thou shalt have cause to try 
The philosophic force of passive virtue. 

Arta. Oh, death to greatness : Can we fall so low> 
To be the slavish object of his mirth ? 
" Shall my just rage and violated honour 
" Play the buffoon, and minister to laughter ? 
*' Down, down, my swelling heart, hide thy resent- 
ment, 
" Nor prostitute the ruffled majesty 
** Of injured princes to the gazing crowd ; 
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«' My face shall iearn tocover tbe emotion 

«' My wounded toul endures." Hal my Amestris! 

My love 1 my royal bride ! The spoiler, Grief, 

Defaces every feature : like the deluge 

That raz'd the beauties of the nrst creatio n ■ ■ ■ 

I cannot bear it— Villains, give me way— — 

[He breaks film tbe Guards thai bdd bim 9 andwtchts 
bold of Amestris. 
Oh ! let me hold thee in my throbbing bosom* 
And strive to hide thy sorrows from my sight t 
I cannot see thy griefs j and yet I want. 
The power to bring relief. 

dm. Ah ! no, my Prince ; 
There are no remedies for ills like ours f 
My helpless sex by nature stands expos'd 
To all the wrongs and injuries of fortune : 
Defenceless in myself, you were my refuge, 
€( You are my lord ; to whom should I complain, 
*' Since you cannot redress me ? Were you not 
The honour, joy, and safety of Amestris ? 
u For you alone I liv'd, with you alone 
" I could be happy." Oh, my Artaxerxes \ 
One influence guides our consenting stars, 
And still together we are bless'd or curs*d. 

€t Mir. With a malignant joy my ears drink ia 
" Her each harmonious accent j every glance 
" Goes to my heart, and stirs alternate motion* 
" Of heat and cold ; a lazy pleasure now, 
" Thrills all my veins, anon 4esire grow* hot, *■ 
" And my old sinews ghrink before the flame. [AsuU* 
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" Arta, Go 011, and charm me with tby angel's voice, 
'' Sooth and assuage the fury in my breast, 
* That urge* me to unbecoming passion 1 
' My rage grows cool amidst thy soft complainings ; 
( And though thou talk'st of woes, of death, and ruin, 
' *Tis heaven to hear thee. 

" Am. Since this is all our wretched consolation* 
: Let us indulge our grief, till by long use 
: It grows habitual, and we lose the pain. 
' Here on the marble pavement will we sit, 
5 Thy head upon my breast 5 and if remembrance 
r Of cruel wrongs shall vex thy noble heart, 
: The murmur of my sighs shall charm the tumult, 
c And Fate shall find us calm : nor will the gods, 
1 Who here inhabit and behold our suffering, 
( Delay to end our woes in immortality. 

" Arta. Ha! say'st thou ? Gods ! Yes, certain there 
are gods, 
r To whom my youth with reverence still has bow'd, 
' Whose care and providence are virtue's guard t 
' Think then, my fair, they have not made us great, 
' And like themselves, for miserable ends/* 

Mir. Gods might behold her, and forget their wis- 
dom. ( [Aside. 
tut I delay too long. Orchanes, lend thy ear. 

[Mirza whispers Orchanes, and exit. 

Mem* My children, you are still my joy and happi* 
ness j 
Vby am I made your curse ? This hated head, 

G 
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To death devoted, has involved your innocence 
In my destruction. 

[Guards lay bold on Artaxerxes and Amesti 

Am. Alas ! my father ! 

Arta. Barbarous dogs ! What mean you ? 

Orcb. Convey the lady to Lord Mirza's palace, 
'T is the queen's will she shall be there confined. 

Arta. Thou canst not mean so damn'd a villany 
Thou dar'st not, shalt not part us : Fate can't do i 

Mem. Cursed old age 1 Why have I hVd to seetl 
Oh, my children ! 

Orcb. Force them asunder. " 

Arta. Hew off my limbs, ye dogs, I will not lo 

'em 

"Oh, devil ! Death and furies !" My wife! my lo 
Amestris 



Am. My lord, my husband !■ 



[Orchanes and one party of the Guards force Art 
erxes and Memnon off one way, and the ot 
party bears Amestris another,] 

Mirza re-enters. 

Mir. This was most noble mischief ! it stung hoi 
'T was luxury of vengeance — " *T was not ill 
" To keep aloof: these boisterous beasts have paw 
" And might have scratch'd : the wise should not al 
" A possibility to Fortune's malice." 
Now to the rest j this Prince, this husband, dies : 
To-morrow's dawn brings his and Memnon's fete 
TJiis night let them despair, and ban, and rage, 
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id to the wooden deities within 

11 frantic tales : my hours shall pass more pleasingly, 

love (which yet I know not) can give pleasure. 

Love ! What is Love ? The passion of a boy, 

That spends his time in laziness, and sonnets : 

-ust is the appetite of man ; and shall 

3e sated, till it loath the cloying banquet. 

The wise are privileg'd by human frailty 

To taste these pleasures, but not dwell upon them a 

They mar and dull the faculty of thinking." 

e night 1 safely may indulge in riot, 

Tis politic lewdness, and assists my vengeance :'* 

rill grow young and surfeit on her charms, 

r luscious sweets ; then rising from her arms, 

ie nauseous, momentary joy forget, 

id be myself again ; again be wise and great. [Exif. 



ACT IF. SCENE I. 

The Palace. Artaban and Cleanthes enter. 

Artaban. 
is base and impious! Where are the ties 
ill keep mankind in order, if religion 
d public faith be violated ? 'T is an injury 
at beards both gods and men, and dares their justice. 
Ilean. The fearful crowd already take th' alarm, 
sak off their solemn sports, their songs and dances, 
id wildly in tumultuous concert join ; 

G ij 



Jft THE AMBITIOUS STEP-MOTHER. ASt IF* 

Mischief and danger sit in every face, 
And while they dread the anger of the gods, 
The wise, who know th* effects of popular fury, 
From them expect that vengeance which they fear. 

Art. The sacred power of majesty, which should 
Forbid, owns and protects the violence. 
It must not, shall not be : who steals a crown 
By arts like these, wears it unworthily. 

Clean, The Queen, your mother, sir, she will expcft 
You should approve that act her power has done. 

Art. I '11 meet her as I ought, and shew myself 
Worthy the noble rivalship of empire. 

The Queen, Mirza, and Attendants enter. 

S^ueen. My son, I come to joy you of a crown 
And glory, certain now. Your fate at length 
Has mastered that malignant influence 
With which it struggled long : you are a king, 
The greatest that our eastern world beholds j 
And though my widow'd bed be cause for grief, 
Yet for thy sake, my son, I joy to say 
Arsaces is no more. 

Art. " *T were vain and foolish 
" To mourn his death with ceremonious sorrow $ 
" For though he died the greatest of our race,' 
€€ Yet since decaying age had sunk him low, 
". And all the native majesty was lost, 
u *T was time the soul should seek for immortality, 
** And leave the weary body to enjoy 
" An honourable rest from care and sickness j" 
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Peace to his ashes, and eternal fame 
Dwell with his memory ; while we who live 
look back with emulation on his greatness, 
And with laborious steps strive to ascend 
That height where once he sat. 

S^ueen, Thou* h ast already 
Attain'd the lofty summit of his glory ; 
His throne experts thee but to sit and fill it. 

Art% No, Madam j when the gods choose worthy 
subjects 
On whom to place 3uch greatness, they surround 
The glorious prifce with toil and thorny danger, 
And bid the man who would be great, dare greatly. 
Be it for dull elder brothers to possess 
Without deserving; mine's a nobler claim, 
Nor willl taste the god-like joys of power, 
'Till men and gods with justice shall confess 
*T is barely the reward of what I merit. 

Sheens What means my son ? 

Art. To wrestle for a crown. 

Sfueen. With what fantastic shadow wouldst thou 
strive ? 
The haughty rival of thy hope is fall'n ; 
He lives indeed, btit 't is to grace thy triumph, 
And bow before thee ; then be swept away 
Like the remembrance of an idle dream, 
Which though of yesternight, is now forgotten. 

^4rt. It grieves me much to Say, my royal mother, 
I cannot take a crown upon these terms, 
Though evert front your hands : the conscious virtue 

G iij 
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That witnesses within m^breaist for glory-, ~ 

Points me to greatness" by the paths- of honour, 
And urges me to do as a kmg ought, - j 
That would not wear his purple as the gift 
Of impious treachery and base deceit. 

S^ueen, Amazement turns my senses! Or I dream! 
For sure thou canst not mean so poor a foll£* 
" Hast thou been bred in -the wise arts Of empire ? 
" Been early taught to know the worth of power ? 
*' And wouldst thou lose the golden opportunity, 
u With which thy fortune courts thee, for a notion ? 
" An empty sound of virtue ? a dry maxim, 
" Which pedants have devis'd for boys to canvas? 1 * 
Can my son think so meanly ? Go, set free 
(Since honour bids) this lordly elder brother, 
Bow like a slave before him, wait his pleasures, 
And live dependent on his scanty pension $ 
He may reward thy servile loyalty, 
And make thee ruler of some petty province, 
In recompence of royalty giv'n up. 

Art. No j (though I must confess I would not hold 
him, 
Caught in a villain's snare, " nor do a murder 
* c Unworthy of a hangman") yet to death 
I still defy him as my mortal foe. 
And since my father's fate dissolves that truce 
To which I stood engaged, 'tis war again. 
Amidst the steely squadrons will I seek 
This haughty brother, by his friends surrounded, 
And backed with all th' advantage of his birth \ _ 
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Then bravely prove upon him with my sword, 
He falsely brands me for a bookish coward, 
That Nature's error only gave him preference, 
Since Fate meant me the king. 

Quten. A mother's care is watchful for thy safety. 
Eke wert thou lost, thou honourable fool : 
Long might's! thou vainly hunt in bloody fields 
For that advantage which thy willing fortune 
Now reaches to thy bands : " in battles with 
" Uncertain wings the wavering goddess flies, 
" And oft with partial hand bestows her favour 
M On fools and thick-sculTd heroes j" seize her 

now, 
While she is thine, or she is lost for ever. 

Art* No matter, let her fly j the eagle Virtue 
Shall soar beyond her, and command her night ; 
Fortune is not my .mistress, but my slave. 
Posterity, that reads the name of Artaban 
In the records of empire, shall not blush 
To think I plotted with a knavish priest, 
The scandal of his venerable function, 
*' And mark of the gods vengeance," to betray 
A prince my enemy j " as if being conscious 
" Of lesser worth, and of unequal courage, 
" I durst not fairly strive with him for greatness :" 
Let the aj^orr'd a^\d impious treachery 
Obscurely cUe, unknown to future ages j 
Or if our shame must be deliver'd down, 
By all tjhg kingly hopes that fire my soul, 
It shall not pass without a brand of punishment. 
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" Queen. ? Tis wondrous well I Young man, you 
king it rarely ! 
" You mean to be renown'd for early justice, 
" And mark your ostentatious love of virtue, 
" Ev'n in their bloods who lift you.up to pow«r i 
" Perhaps we too ourselves must be arraigned 
" Before your puny bar, and feel your axe ; 
" *T will be a^noble subject for your, praise, 
" And yield much matter to declaiming flatterers.. 
" Art." You, madam, are my mother : Nature 
blinds me, 
And bids me see no faults in her that bore me; . 

Those other slaves that dare 

Queen. May be immortal, 
For ought that thou canst do to cause their fate, 
" Is not thy power the creature of my favour ? 
" Which in precarious wise on me depending, - 
" Exists by my concurrence to its being?" 
Mistaken youth ! " vvhose giddy brain ambition 
*' Has; like the fume of drunken vapours, turn'd f 
Think'st thou that I, whose soul was fomVd for sway, 
Would lay the golden reins of empire down ? <■ 
Or trust them to the guidance of a boyj ,...,: ' 
Who shall dispose of me, or those that -senre me, 
According to the dictates of. old morals, 
His bearded tutor gleans frorn musty authors ? 

Art. Nay then, 'tis time I should exert uiyself j 
And though you gave me birth, yet from the -gods 
(Who made my father be a£; he w.a8j royal j 
And stamp t the mark of greatness on my. soul) - ' 
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I claim my right to empire : may I fall 
Vile and forgotten, if I ever own 
Any superior being but those gods. 

Queen. Thou rav'st, and hast forgot me. 

Art, No, you are 
My mother, and a woman, form'd to obey j 
On that condition all the sex's privileges 
Are' founded : the creating hand has mix'd 
Softness and beauty in your composition, 
To charm, and bend the mind of man, impatient 
Of the ignoble pleasure ; you were made for 
The weakness and necessities of Nature : 
111 are your feeble souls for greatness suited : 
Desire of government is monstrous in you. 

Queen. Thou mighty goddess, Nature I dost thou 
hear 
This rebel son ? This insolent upbraider, 
Still fondly nurs'd in my indulgent bosom ? 
To build whose future greatness to the skies, 
My anxious soul has labour'd more than when 
J felt a mother's sorrow for his birth : 
Ungrateful boy 1 

" Know, fool, that vaunt' st thyself upon thy manhood, 
u . The greatest he thy rougher kind e'er had, 
" Must have confessed woman's superior wit, 
" And own'd our sex's just prerogative." 
Did not a mother's fondness plead hard for thee, 
Thy head should pay the forfeit of thy insolence : 
For know, young king, that I am fate in Persia, 
And life and death depend upon my pleasure. 
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Art. The world would be well govern'd, shot 

gods 
Depute their providence to woman's care, 
And trust them with the fate of kings and empi 
Queen, " Yet thou art safe" — Away, nor ten 

further. 
The patience ev'n of gods themselves has limits 
" Though they with long forbearance view ] 

folly ;" 
Yet if thou still persist to dare my power, 
Like them, t may be urg'd to loose my vengear 
And though thou wert my creature, strike thee 
Mir. Beseech you, sir, retire j the Queen 

mother, 
Labours with wisest foresight for your good, 
And is incens'd to see you thwart that purpose. 
Art. What is the good of greatness, but thep 
Madam, I leave you ; my own innate virtue 
Arms me against your rage, unjust and impoten' 
Wait but the great success my soul divines, 
And you will own your little juggling arts 
Have only served to obstruct a while my glory, 
And screen this elder brother from my conquest 

[Exeunt Artaban and Cles 
" Queen. Some envious power above, some 

demon, 
<c Works underhand against my stronger geniu 
" And countermines me with domestic jars. 
" Malicious chance ! When all abroad was safe ; 
tf To start an unseen danger from myself 1 
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" Mirza, didst not thou mark the haughty boy, 

" With what assuming pride he own'd his daring, 

" And claim'd superiority of power ? 

<c Oh, can I live and bear to be controuTd ? 

" To share the pleasure of supreme command 

" With him or any one ? Oh, Artemisa ! 

" Didst thou disdain subjection to a husband, 

" The proudest title of that tyrant man, 

<c , And canst thou yield t' a boy, a son, by nature 

" And grateful duty to obedience bound ?" 

Mir, Madam, let me intreat you, by the gods, 
To calm your just resentments. " Meddling Fortune, 
€s (Whose malice labours to perplex the wise) 
" If not prevented will unravel all 
c< Those finer arts, which we with care have wove." 
The prince led on by his pernicious honour, 
May set the pris'ners free ; think, if that happen, 
To what a shock of fate we stand exposed. 

Queen. *T is true ; this foolish honour ruins all. 
" Ridiculous notion ! as if self-interest 
." Were not the first and noblest law of nature. "* 
Say then, wise lord, and let thy ready wit, 
Still present to itself, avert this blow. 

Mr. One method, though ungentle, yet remains 
To remedy the fears this ill produces ; 
This instant let a guard confine the Prince, 
Ere he can gain the means t* affect that mischief 
He meditates against himself and us : 
To-morrow, early as the morning dawns, 
The prisoners all shall die 5 that once dispatch'd, ; 
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This raging fit of honour will relax, 
And give him leisure to consider coolly 
Th* advantage of his fortune. 

Queen. You have reason ? 
And though I fear his haughty temper will 
But badly brook confinement, he must learn 
To bear it as he can ; perhaps 't will bend him, 
And make his youth more pliant to my will. 

Mir. Your orders cannot be dispatch'd too sooni 
Each minute of the flying hours is precious. 

Queen. The eunuch Bagoas, let him attend us, 
He shall receive instructions on the instant. 

[Exeunt the Queen and Mirza, se<uerallj» 



sic 

i.p 

Q 

M 

Hor 

ft 

r 
w 

la 

It 

Mirza's Palace. CtEONB enters in a Man's HablU 1)1 
with a Doth Lamtborn, Beliz a following. |1 

Cle. Ye gentl&Powers, who view our cares wit* 

Lend your compassion tothd poor ^mettrin. 
Oh, my Beliza ! was not thy sod wqpndedp 
To hear (when now we past by her apartment) 
The piercing accents of her load complainings f 
By Heaven, my aching heart bleeds for her sufferings. 
Eel. T is sure she feels the bitterest paagft of woe > 
And were not all my thoughts to you devoted, 
Her grief would deeply sink into my soul. 



SCENE II. 
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will you tempt alone ten thousand dangers ? 
1 father's and the furious Queen's resentment ; 
cruel guards, and all- those fatal accidents, 
:h in the horror of this dreadful night* 
t shake the resolution of a man . 
. Pr'y thee no more, thou know'st i am resolv*d* 
all thy kind advice is urg'd in vain ; 
fond mistaking fears present the danger 
.dreadful than it is t this master-key 
ts me through that passage to the temple* 
lich the guards, wha seized the unhappy prince 
morning, enter'd $ that of all the rest 
y left unguarded, and from thence, 
:ed by the friendly veil of night, 
lay conduct him through my father's palace 
ety to the street i There undistinguished 
lgst the busy discontented crowd, 
swarm in murmuring heaps, he may retire $ 
hall my father or^the Queenie'er know 
•iou* f&ud my JoVe was-guilty* of ♦ 
t; Vet still I fear* 



! «■*■■ 



No more, retire and leave me ; 
•oopihgrtwarfe sits <tigh*ter than it's wont* 
heer fully pt-rtages good success* 

Wher* sfepdt I wait jou ? 

Atitfy*«w7i apartment* 
%fce mighty ^o^ protect you* 
>$&my % retii*. [tixitMW** 

jiflite was - that?— The Cfeature-of my fears. 
n, fond maid,, would at thou belie thy sex* 

H 
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Thy coward soul confesses thee a woman. 

A foolish rash fond woman ; where am I going ? 

To save my godlike hero. «« Oh, my heart ! 

44 It pants and trembles, sure *t is joy not fear ; 

«' The thought has given me courage : I shall save him> 

«• That darling of my eyes. v What if I fail ? 

Then death is in my reach, and ends my sorrows. 

[Shelving a dagger* 
Why dost thou shake my hand, and fear to grasp 
This instrument of fate ? If I succeed, 
Yet Artaxerxes will not live for me 5 
And my despair will want thy friendly aid. 
Death ev'ry way shuts up my gloomy prospeft. 
" If then there be that Lethe and Elysium, 
44 Which priests and poets tell, to that dark stream 
u My soul, of life impatient, shall make haste, 
44 One healing draught my quiet shall restore, 
•' And love forgotten, ne'er disturb me more.*' 

[Exit Cleone. 

^- ■ . . , . — ' ■ ' •'•• ■ ' *• '- 

scene ir. 

J Night-Scene of the Temple of the Sun. Memnon and 

Artaxerxes enter. 

jirta. Still 'tis in vain ! this idle rage is vain 5 
And yet my swelling passions will have way 5 
u And rend my labouring breast *till they find vent. 
44 Was it for this, ye cruel gbds, you made me 
** Great hkt yourselves, and as a king* to be 
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ur sacred image ? Was it but for this ? 
be cut down, and mangled by vile hands, 
:e the false object of mistaken worship ?** 
rather was I not a peasant slave, 
from my birth a drudge to your creation, 
to my destined load inur'd betimes ? 
in . The malice of our fate were not compleat* 
we not been by just degrees to happiness 
d only to be plung'd the deeper down 
t abyss of woes. Early success 
and attended all my youthful wars ; 
id when I rush'd amidst the dreadful battle, 
le weaker Genii of our Asian monarchs 
runk from the force of our superior fate ; 
er-match'd they fell, and by my sword were swept 
k.e common beings from the glorious field/* 
i was the day of joyous triumph, then, 
foul was lifted high, ev'n to the stars. 
now — what am I now ? O, damn'd reverse of 

fortune ! 
, when my age would be indulg'd in «ase, 
joy in pleasure of my former fame, 
I am curs'd ; held at a villain's mercy, 
: oes derision, and the scorn of cowards. 
rta. Oh, torture of my soul! damn'd racking 

thought I 
not I too reserved for servile vassalage ? 
>e the subject of a boy's command ? 
boy by nature set beneath my sway, 
id born to be my slave 1 Shall he triumph, 

H ij 
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" And bid me live or die ? Shall he dispose 
<c His beardless visage to a scornful smile, 
" And tell me that his pleasure is my fate.** 
No j my disdainful soul shall struggle out, 
And start at once from its dishonour'd mansion. 

Mem, Oh, royal thought 1 nor shall they keep back 
death, 
Although its common means be not in reach. 
Shall my old soldier's outside, rough and hardy, 
Scair'd o'er with many an honourable mark, 
Be cag'd for public scorn ! Shall Mirza tell me, 
Thus didst thou once, and now thou art my slave; 
My foot shall spurn thee, tread upon thy neck. 
And trample in the dust thy silver hairs ? 
Shall I not rather choak, hold in my breath, 
Or smear some wall or pillar with my brains ? 

Arta. Rage, or some god, shall save us from dis- 
honour. 
But Oh, my father 1 Can we take our flighty 
Though to the stars, and leave ray love behind ; 
Where is she now ? Where is my queen, my bride, 
My charmer, my Amestris? 

Mem, Speak not of her. 

Arta , Not speak ? 

Mem. Nor think of her, if possible. 

Arta, Was she not snatch'd, (( torn from my help- 
less arms, 
*' Whilst every god look'd on, and saw the wrong, 
*' Heard her loud cries, which vainly strove to rouze 
*' Their slow unready Nt-T^ancel" Was she not 
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Torn from my panting bosom (yet I live) 

Ev*n on our bridal-day ? " Then when our flames 

" Were kindly joinM, and made but one desire I 

" Then, when she sigh'd andgaz'd, and blushed and 

sighed ! 
u When every touch j when every joy grew fiercer, 
" And those that were behind were more than mortal !** 
To lose her then ! Oh !— — 
And yet you bid me think of her no more. 

Mem. I do 5 for the bare mention turns my brain. 
And even now t border upon madness j 
So dreadful is the very apprehension 
Of what may be, 
" Arta . Can we make thought go back t 
Will it not turn again , cleave to our breasts* 
And urge remembrance, till it sting us home ? 
Ha ! now the ghastly scene is set before me 5 
And as thou said'st, it runs me to distraction $ 
Behold her beauties, form'd for kings to serve* 
Held vile, and treated like an abjeft slave I 
Helpless amidst her cruel foes she stands. 
Insulting Artemisa mocks her tears, 
And bids her call the gods and me in vain* 
" Mem. Would that were all.** 
jirta. Hal Whither wouldst thou drive me! 
Mem. Did you like me consider that dog Mir£«ij 
Early to hell devoted, and the furies, 
Born, nurs'd, and bred a villain, you would fear 
The worst effects his malice could express 
On virtue which he hates, when in his power* 

"J 
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Aria, What is the worst ? 

Mem. What my old fault'ring tongue 
Trembles to utter $ goatish lust and rape. 

Arta, Ha 1 rape ! if there are gods, it is impossible; 

Mem. Oh ! dreadful image for a father's thought ! 
To have his only child, her sex's boast, 
The joy of sight, and comfort of his age, 
Dragged by a villain, slave, " his ruthless hand 
*' Wound in her hair," to some remote dark cell, 
A scene for horror lit, there to be blotted 
By his foul lust, " till appetite be gorg'd." 
Let me grow savage first— let this old hand 
That oft has biess'd her, in her blood be drench'd j ' 
Let me behold her dead, dead at my feet, 
To spare a father's greater shame and sorrow, * 

Arta, A father I What 's a father's plague to mine ? 
A husband and a lover ! if it can be, 
If there is such a hoarded curse in store, 
Transfix me now, ye gods, now let your thunder 
Fall on my head, and strike me to the centre, 
*< Lest, if I should survive my rujn'd honour 
*' And injur' d love, I should ev*n curse your god* 

heads, 
" Run banning and blaspheming through the worhl, 
« And with my execrations fright your worshippers 
'« From Kneeling at your altars/' 

C^eojje enters, witb a Dark-Lanthornand Key, 
Cfc. This way the echoing accents seem to come > 
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[rfcure, *t is the wretched Prince ! lt Oh, can you hear 

him, 
!** And yet refuse to lend your aid, ye gods ? 

" Arta, This gloom of horrid night suits well my 
soul, 

I" Love, "sorrow, conscious worth, and indignation, 
■« Stir mad confusion in my lab'ring breast, 
" And I am all o'er chaos." 

Cle. Is this, alas ! 
The state of Artaxerxes, Persia's heir? 
Kot one poor lamp to chear the dismal shade 
Of this huge holy dungeon 1 " Slaves, murderers, 
«« Villains that crosses wait for, are not us'd thus." 
I *11 shew myself. 

[She turns the Light, and comes towards Artaxerxes 
andMtmnon. 
Mem. Ha ! whence this gleam of light ? 
Arta. Fate is at hand, let 's haste to bid it welcome, 
It brings an end of wretchedness, 

Cle, Speak lower 5 
I am a friend : long live Prince Artaxerxes. 

Arta, What wretch art thou, that haiTst me with a 
curse ? 
Come from that cloud that muffles up thy face j 
A»d if thou hast a dagger, shew it boldly : 
We wish to die. 

Cle. Think better on my errand : 
I bring you blessings, liberty, and life, 
And come the minister of happier fate. 

[Turns the Light on herself^ 
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Now down, my blood, down to my trembling heart, 
Nor sparkle in my visage to betray me. [Aside. 

Arta. Ha ! as I live, a boy ! a blushing boy ! 
Thou wert not form'd sure for a murderer's office : 
Speak then, and tell me what and whence thou art. 

Cle. Oh, seek not to unveil a trivial secret, 
Which known imports you not. I am a youth 
Abandoned to misfortunes from my birth, 
And never knew one cause to joy in life, 
But this that puts it in my power to save 
A prince tike Artaxerxes. Ask no more, 
But follow through the mazes that I tread, 
, Until you find your safety. 

Arta. Thus forbidding, 
Thou giv'st me cause t* enquire : are then the guards, 
That when the day went down, with strictest watch 
Observ'd the temple gates, remov'd or fled ? 

Cle. They are not, but with numbers reinforc'd, 
Keep every passage; only one remains 
Through Mirza's palace, open to our flight. 

Mem. Ha \ Mirza I there 's damnation in his name, 
Ruin, deceit, and treachery attend it ; 
Can life, can liberty or safety, come 
From him, or ought that has an interest in him ? 
Rather, suspecl: this feigning boy his instrument, 
To plunge us deeper yet, if possible, 
In misery : " perhaps some happy accident, 
u As yet to us unknown, preserves us from 
IC The utmost malice of his hate while here j 
" This sets his wicked vi it & work to draw us 
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" Forth from this holy place ; much better be 

" The pris'ners of the gods, than wear his fetters.** 

Cle. Unfortunate suspicion ! what shall I say 
To urge 'em to be safe, and yet preserve 
My wretched self unknown ? I Aside, 

" Arta. Surely that face 
u Was not designed to hide dissembled malice. 
" Say, youth, art thou of Mirza's house (as sure thou 

must, 
" If thou pretend'st to lead us that way forth) 
" And canst thou be a friend to Artaxerxes, 
" Whom that fell dog, that minister of devils, 
" With most opprobrious injuries has loaded ? 

*' Cle. Though I am his, yet sure I never shar'd 
" His hate— —Shall I confess and own my shame ? 
u Oh, heavens ! [Asid* m 

" Mem. Mark, th* unready traitor stammers ; 
" Half-bred, and of the mungrel strain of mischief, 
" He has not art enough to hide the cheat, 
u His deep-designing lord had better plotted, 
" Away ! Thinks he so poorly of our wit, 

" To gull us with a novice ? If our fate 

" Has given us up, and mark'd us for destruction, 
" Tell him, we are resolv'd to meet it here. 

" GU" Yet hear me, Prince, since you suspeft me 
sent 
By Mirza, to ensnare you, know I serve 
(Oh, gods! to what am I reduc'd!) [Aside J] — his 

daughter ! 
SOme god compassionate of your woes, has stirred 
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A woman's pity in her softer breast 5 

And 't is from her I come to give you liberty. 

I beg you to believe me. [She weeps. 

Arta, See, he weeps ! 

" Mem. The waiting tears stood ready for command, 
t( And now they flow to varnish the false tale." 

Arta. His daughter say'st thou? I have seen the 
maid. 
Dost thou serve her 5 and could she send thee to me ? 
*Tis an unlikely riddle. 

Mem, Perhaps 't is meant. 
That she who shares his poisonous blood, shall share 
The pleasure of his vengeance, " and inure 
€S The woman's hands and eyes to death and mischief." 
But thou, her instrument, begone, and say* 
The fete of princes is not sport for girls. 

Cle. " Some envious power blasts my pious purpose, 
" And nought but death remains : O that by that 
" I might persuade him to believe and trust me ; 
4€ And fly that fate which with the morning waits him! 

[Aside 
I grieve, my lord, to find your hard suspicion 
Debars me from preserving your dear life, 
(Which not your own Amestris wishes more.) 
To-morrow's dawn (Oh ! let me yet prevail) 
The cruel Queen resolves shall be your last. 
Oh, fly! let me conjure you, save yourself. 
May that most awful god that here is worshipp'd, 
Deprive me of his cheerful beams for ever, 
Make me the wretched' st thing he sees while living? 
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" And after death the lowest of the damn'd," 
If I have any thought but for your safety. 

Arta . No, I have found the malice of thy mistress \ 
Since I refus'd her love when she was proifer'd 
By her ambitious father for my bride, 
And on a worthier choice bestow'd my heart, 
She vows revenge on me for slighted beauty. 

Cle. My lord, you do her most unmanly wrong j 
She owns the merit of the fair Araestris, 
Nor ever durst imagine she deserv'd you. 
Oh ! spare that thought, nor blot her virgin fame. 
In silence still she wonder'd at your virtues, 
Bless'd you, nor at her own ill fate repin'd ; 
This wounds her most, that you suspect unkindly 
Th* officious piety that would have sav'd you. 
Careless of an offended father's rage, 
For you alone concern'd, she charged me guide you, 
When midnight sleep had clos'd observing eyes, 
Safe through her father's palace with this key— — — 
And if I met with any that durst bar 
Your passage forth, she bid me greet him thus 

\Stabs herself. Artaxerxes catches her as she falls, 

Arta. What hast thou done, rash boy ? 

Cle. Given you the last, 
And only proof remain'd, that could convince you 
I held your life much dearer than my own. 

Mem. Horrid amazement chills my freezing veins ! 

Cle. Let me conjure you with my latest breath, 
Make haste to seize the means that may preserve you, 
This key, amidst the tumult of this night, 
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Will open you a way through Mirza's palace. 
May every god assist and guard your flight : 
And Oh ! when all your hopes of love and glory 
Are crown'd with just success, will you be good, 
And think with pity on the lost Cleone ? 
Aria. Ten thousand dismal fancies crowd n: 
thoughts, 
Oh I is it possible thou canst be she, 
Thou most unhappy fair one, 

Cle, Spare my shame, 
Nor call the blood that flows to give me peace, 
Back to my dying cheeks. Can you forget 
Who was my father j and remember only 
How. much I wish'd I had deservM your friendshij 
Nay, let ray tongue grow bold, and say, your love 
But *t was not in my fate. 
Arta. What shall I say, 
To witness how my grateful heart is touchM ? 
€t But, Oh 1 why wouldst thou give this fat 

instance ?" 
Why hast thou stain'd me with thy virgin blood ? 
I. swear, sweet saint, for thee I could forgive 
The malice of thy father, " though he seeks 
w My life and crown ; thy goodness might atone 
< f Ev'n for a nation's sins." Look up and live, 
And thou shalt still be near me as my heart. 

Cle . Oh, charming sounds, that gently lull my so 
To everlasting rest ! I swear 't is more, 
More joy to die thus bless'd, than to have liv'd 
A monarch's bride \ may every blessing wait you ; 
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war and peace, still may you be the greatest, 
he favourite of the gods, and joy of men- 

faint — Oh, let me lean upon your arm [She dies* 

Arta. "Hold up the light, my father." Ha! she 

swoons ! 
he iron hand of death is on her beauties, 
[id see, like lillies nipp'd with frost, they languish. 
Mem. My tough old soldier's heart melts at the 
sight, 
And an unwonted pity moves my breast : 
Ill-fated maid ! too good for that damn'd race, 
From which thou drew'st thy being ! sure the gods, 
Angry, ere while will be at length appeas'd 
With this egregious victim : let us tempt 'em 
Now while they seem to smile. 

Arta . A beam of hope 
Strikes through my soul, like the first infant light 
That glanc'd upon the chaos j if we reach 
The open city, fate may be ours again : 
But Oh ! whate'er success or happiness 
Attend my life, still, fair unhappy maid, 
Still shall thy memory be my grief and honour, 
On one fix *d day in each returning year, 
Cypress and myrtle for thy sake I '11 wear ; 
Ev'n my Amestris thy hard fate shall mourn, 
And with fresh roses crown thy virgin urn, 
Till in Elysium bless'd, thy gentle shade 
Shall own my vows of sorrow justly paid. [Exeunt, 

* ''V "'"''■ ' ' ■ I I H I . . 
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ACT V. SCENE 1. 



MirzaV Palace. Mirza, Ma gas, and Attendant 

enter , with Lights. 

" Mirza. 
" Pho ! you o'er-rate the danger. 

"Mag. If I do, 
€S We err in the extreme, since you esteem it 
*' As much too lightly. Think you then 'tis nothing 
€i This horrid jar of tumult and confusion ? 
" Heads white with years, and vers'd in Long expt 

rience, 
u Who yet remember all the different changes 
u A rolling age produces, cannot call 

. «' To mind one instance dreadful as this night. 
'* Infernal discord, hideous to behold, 
" Hangs, like its evil genius, o'er the city, 
" And sends a snake to every vulgar breast. 
" From several quarters the mad rabble swarm, 
" Arm'd with the instruments of hasty rage, 
*' And in confus'd disorderly array 
" Most formidable march: their differing clamours, 
" Together join'd, compose one deaf ning sound j 
" Arm ! arm I they cry, religion is no more, 
• u Our gods are slighted, whom if we revenge not, 
" War, pestilence, and famine will ensue, 
" And universal ruin swallow all. 
"Mir. A crew of mean, vpvtlunlriog, heartless slave* 

u With case stirr'd up to wtttay » *x& o^C\ 
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" With the same ease, with like expressions shew, 
€t Their joy or anger : both are noise and tumult, 
u And still, when holidays make labour cease, 
u They meet and shout : do these deserve our fears ? 

" Mag, Most certainly they may 5 if we consider 
€t Each circumstance of peril that concurs ; 
" Tigranes, with the rest that 'scap'd the temple, 
" Are mix'd amongst this herd, and urge the wrongs 
'*' Which with the gods their prince and Memnon 
suffer. 

" Mir* Nor need we fear even that, safe in the aid 
** And number of our friends, who treble theirs : 
«' For this mad rout, that hum and swarm together, 
• c For want of somewhat to employ their folly, 
t( Indulge 'em in their fancy for religion. 
" Thou and thy holy brotherhood of priests 
€t Shall in procession bear the sacred fire, 
" And all our golden gods ; let their friends judge 
€t If still they look not kindly as of old 5 

*T is a most apt amusement for a crowd, 

They '11 gaze and gather round the gaudy shew, 
" And quite forget the thoughts of mutiny. 
" A guard shall wait you. 

" Mag. Why go not you too with us $ 
*f They hold your wisdom in most high regard, 
**• And will be greatly sway'd by your persuasion ; 
4€ Th* occasion is well worth your care and presence. 

" Mir. Oh! you '11 need not my aid : besides, my 
friend, 

" My hours this night are destined to a task 

» •• ■ 

. 1 y 
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u Of more import than are the fates of millions 

" Such groveling souls as theirs. As yet the secret 

*' Is immature, nor worth your present knowledge : 

* c To-morrow that and all my breast is yours. 

•' 1 must not, dare not trust him with my weakness* 

" *T will mark me for his scorn ; *t is yet some wisdom, 

" If we must needs be fools, to hide our folly. [Aside* 

€( Mag. He means the prisoners* death; let him 
engross 
€t The people's hate, monopolize damnation, 
" I will be safely ignorant of mischief. [Aside, 

" Hereafter when you wisdom shall think fit 
" To share those thoughts, and trust *em with your 

friend, 
" I shall be pleas' d to knowj this instant hour 
" My cares are all employ'd on my own provincei 
" Which hastes me hence. 

" Mir. May all your gods assist you." 

[Exeunt. 



SCENE II. 



An Apartment in Mirza' s Palace. AmestrIs enters* 

Am. Will ye not hear, ye ever gracious gods I 
(Since sure you do not joy in our misfortunes, 
But only try the strength of our frail virtue) 
Are not my sorrows full ? can ought be added ? 
My royal lord, and f atte \ 7^ faax svameg 
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In which my all of happiness was summ'd, 
What have the ministers of fate done with you, 
Are you not dead ? Too sure ! that 's past a doubt j 
Oh, Memnon ! Oh, my Prince ; my father I Oh, my 
husband ! 

Mirza enters. 

Mir. Such Juno was (except alone those tears) 
When, upon Ida's top she charm'd the god, 
That long had been a stranger to her bed : 
Made him forget the business of the world, 
And lay aside his providence, t' employ 
The whole divinity upon her beauty. 
And sure 't was worth the while ; had I been Jove, 
So had I too been pleased to be deceiv'd 
Into immortal joys. O, cease thy tears !— 

jim. Give 'em me back, or if the grave and thou 
Restore to none, Oh, join my fate to theirs ! 
Shut us together in some silent vault, 
,( Where I may sit and weep till death's kind hand 
u Shall lay me gently by my lord's dear side," 
And hush my sorrows in eternal slumber, 

Mir. In pity to your form, assuage those tears, 
Sorrow is beauty's bane ; nor let your breast 
Harbour a fear ; I wage not war with fair ones ; 
<c But wish you would efface those ugly thoughts, 
" That live in your remembrance to perplex you 5** 
Let joy, the native of your soul, return, 
And love's gay god sit smiling in your eyes, 
As arst he did - t I bring you joy and glory, 

J UJ 
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And would so fully recompencc the loss 
You fondly mourn, that when you count the gains, 
Yourself should own your fortunes are well changed. 
Am. Oh, impious comforter ! talk'st thou of joy, 
When nature dictates only death and horror ? 
Is there a god can break the laws of fate, 
And give me back the precious lives I 've lost ? 
What nam'st taou recompence ? Can ought atone 
For blood ? A father's and a husband's blood ! 
Such comfort brings the hungry midnight wolf, 
When having slain the shepherd, smear'd with gore, 
He leaps amidst the helpless bleating nock. 

Mir. Away with this preverseness of thy sex, 
" These foolish tears, these peevish sighs and sob- 
bings," 
Look up, be gay, and chear me with thy beauties. 
And to thy wish I will indulge thy fancy* 
Not ail th' imagined splendor of the gods 
Shall match thy pomp, sublimely shalt thou shine, 
The boast and glory of our Asian world 5 
Nor shall one she of all thy tow'ring sex 
Out-rival thee (thou lovely fair) in power. 
Oh, think on power, on power, and place supreme* 

" Am. There is but one, one only thing to think on, 
« My murder'd lord, and his dark gaping grave, 
" That waits unclos'd, impatient of my coming. 

" Mir. Oh, listen, gentle maid, while I impart 
" A story of such softness to thy ear, 
" As (like the halcyon brooding o'er the waves) 
" May with its influence hush thy stormy grief*. 1 
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Am. Begone ! and if thou bear'st one thought of 
pity, 
In that hard breast, Oh, leave me to myself j 
*' Nor by thy presence, hideous to my soul, 
" And horrid consolations, strive to add 
" To my full woes, that swell'd without thy help, 
" Already rise and bubble o'er the margin. 

Mir. What if I talk'd of love ? 

Am. Of love ! Oh, monster ! 

Mir. If love be monstrous, so is this fair frame, 
This beauteous world, this canopy, the sky, 
u That sparkling shines with gems of light innumer- 
able ; 
t€ And so art thou and I, since love made all 
" Who kindly reconciled the jai ring atoms 
* c In friendly league, and bid 'em be a world. 
" Frame not thy lovely mouth then to blaspheme 
" Thy great Creator j thou art his, and made for 
" His more peculiar service j thy bright eyes, 
" Thy moist red lip, thy rising snowy bosom, 
" Thy every part was made to furnish joy, 
" Ev'n to a riotous excess of happiness." 
Oh, give me but to taste thy blissful charms, 
And take my wealth, my honour, power, take all, 
All, all for recompence. 

Am* Execrable wretch ! 
Thus, is it thus thou wouldst assuage my sorrows! 
When thy inhuman bloody cruelty, 
Now with redoubling pangs cleave my poor heart, 
Com'st thou bespotted with the recent slaughter, 
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To proffer impious love ; accursed fiend ! 
Horror and grief shall turn me to a fury 5 
Still with my echoing cries I will pursue thee, 
And hallow vengeance in thy guilty ears ; 
«' Vengeance for murder! for my Prince's murd 
*« And for my poor old father P* Think not, vi. 
Who art the plague and scourge of human kind, 
That there is peace for thee, whilst I run mad 
With raging sorrow. Vengeance, vengeance ' 

thee, 
Great as my woes ! " my dear, dear Artaxerxes 

Mir. I am not lucky at the glossing art 
Of catching girls with words ; but 'tis no mattei 
Force is a sure resort : and when at last 
Fierce as a tow'ring faulcon from her height, 
I stoop to strike the prey, it is my own. [ 

Obstinate fool, how dar'st thou cross my wishes 
" Since the same hand that has avenged me well 
« f Upon my other foes, commands thy fate ?" 
Though mercy, in compassion of thy beauty, 
Reach out her hand to save thee, yet, if I urg'd, 
Revenge may still take place — think well on thai 

Am. That, that is all the mercy which I ask \ 
Indulge thy thirsty malice in my blood, 
And hasten me to peace, " my woman's heart 
€l Shall gather all its little stock of courage 
c< To arm me for the blow. Though death be tei 
c< Ghastly and pale, yet I will joy to meet him. 
" My better life already is destroy'd, 
"Imperfed now, and wanting half myself, 
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Cf I wander here in vain, and want thy hand 
« To guide and re-unite me to my lord." 

Mir. Alas ! thou hast not read aright thy destiny, 
Matter of much import requires thy life, 
And still detains thee here. Come, I '11 instruct thee, 
And put thee in the way of fate's design. 

[Laying bold on ber* 

Am. Unhand me, villain ! 

Mir. Nay, you must not struggle, 
Nor frown, and look askew : fantastic sex 1 
That put men on the drudgery to force you 
To your own satisfaction. 

Am. Let me go, 
Abhorr'd, detested monster ! Shall he brave you, 
You awful gods ? shall not your lightning blast him ? 

Mir. Oh, no! your gods have pleasures of their ownj 
Some mortal beauty charms the wanton Jove, 
Within whose arms he revels, nor has leisure 
To mind thy foolish raving. 

Am. Hear me now, sweet Heaven ! 
Save me, ye gods ! Oh, save me ! save me ! save me! 

Mir. Come, come along 1 you see you strive in vain. 

[Striving <witb her. 

Am. Is there no hope of aid from gods or men ? 
Oh, let me turn tp thee then, kneel to thee, 
And with my prayers and tears implore thy pity. 

Mir. Speak, for enchantment dwells upon thy tongue, 
«* And all the fluttering spirits in my blood 
«' Dance nimbly on to the celestial sound." 

Am. What shall I say to move him to compassion \ 
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Thus groveling, prostrate thus upon the earth, 

Let me conjure you, spare my virgin honour ; 

«' Spare to commit a wrong to you unprofitable, 

•* Yet worse to me than torments, racks, and death V* 

Kill me, the last of my unhappy race, 

And let old Memnon's name with me be lost. 

u If death be not enough, let me live wretched : 

u Pull of these robes, and clothe me like a slave, 

iC Then send me out to labour at some village, 

" Where I may groan beneath a cruel master, 

" Be hardly used, and want ev'n food and raiment, 

« Till colcl, and dirt, and poverty shall change 

" And make me loathsome as my fellow- wretches, 

tc Oh I let my rags claim only this one privilege, 

u To wrap me in the grave a spotless maid/* 

Mir. That: tongue which pleads, makes all entreating 
vain, 
" Thy every motion, each complaining accent, 
4i Warms me afresh, and urges new desire 5 
« Thou art, thou must be mine, nor heaven nor earth 
" Nor the conspiring power of hell shall save thee j" 
I long to lose my age in thy embraces, 
To bask and wanton in thy warmer sun 
Till a new youth shoot through me. 

Am. Chaste Diana, 
And thou, die guardian of the marriage bed, 

[Getting loose from him* 
Thou, royal Juno, Oh, protect thy votary I 

Mir. " My jaded age and weak enervate limbs 
"Faiter and shrink, unequal to their office." 
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I pr'ythee yield ; come, yield and be a queen ; 

[Laying hold on her again* 
Yield, and be any thing. I cannot bear 
These fierce convulsive starts, this raging flame 
That drinks my blood. 

• Am. Oh, never, never, never. 
" A cause like this will turn me to a fighter," 
To my last gasp, to death I will resist. 

Mir. My coward strength, " dost thou go back from 
beauty ?*' 
Rouse, and deserve the pleasure thou wouldst taste. 

Am. Unmanly traitor ! — seize him, all ye fiends. 
[/» the struggle she draws his own poniard, and stabs him, 

Mir. [Falling.] Damnation 1 Oh, my heart! the 
cursed steel 
Has struck me to the earth. 

Am. There sink for ever ; 
Nor rise again to plague the wretched world. 

Mir. My heated blood ebbs out, and now too late 
My cooler reason bids me curse my folly. 
Oh, ideot, ideot! to be caught so poorly ! 
«< Where are thy fine arts now ? Unravel'd all, 
" Mangled and cut to pieces by a girl ! 
«« Oh, shame of wisdom ! when revenge was sure, 
<e And fate was in my grasp, to lose it all, 
«« Neglect the noble game, run out my years 
«« On the pursuit of joys I could not taste!" ■■ 

My memory must be the jest of boys. 

Am, My boasted courage sinks at sight of blood. 

« c \Le itin% fall tbe $oijiiftY&% 
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** Though justly shed, and I grow stiff with horror, 

[Mirza attempting to rise, falls agai 
Mir. It wo' not be ! Life gushes out amain. 
And I shall die without revenge or aid. 

[Trampling wuitbot 
What noise is that without there ? Help 1 

Am. Oh, Heavens 1 
What will become of me ? 

Orchanes enters y hastily. 

Ore. My lord! Where are you ? 
Bleeding ! and on the ground ! What wretched ac 

cident ? 
Then Fate resolves to make this night complete, 
Such as succeeding horrors ne'er shall match. 

Mir. Oh, my Orchanes ! I am fallen vilely, 
" And this last part of life will sully all 
" The wisdom and renown of what is past." 
Methought thou talk'st of horrors, speak them boldl; 
And try if ought can add to this confusion. 

Ore, Prepare, my lord, and summon all your wisdon 
Your utmost constancy of soul, to hear 

Mir. No more! I cannot wait thy preparation, 
Let the ill fortune take me as it finds me. 

Ore. Then hear it thus j your daughter's dead— 

Mir. My daughter ? 
Thy word 3 have met with an unguarded side, 
And pierce ev'n through my soul. Say, how ? Where 
Tell me ! 

Ore. As with a g\awd I VL«t\>t the temple gates, 
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I heard old Memnon and the pris'ner Prince 
Loud as the roaring ocean in a storm, 
" Echoing their rage through the vast sounding dome f* 
When on a sudden, e'er the night had gained 
Four hours at most, the noise was hush'd in silence. 
Wond'ring, and curious of the cause, I enter'd, 
And found (Oh, grief to sight!) your lovely daughter 
Dress'd like a boy, than warm, and newly dead. 
One wound was on her breast. Why she was there, 
Or how, we know not 5 to complete the ill, 
The pris'ners both are fled. 

Mir. Fled ! 't is impossible. 
Hal Which way ? Whither? How? They could not fly. 

Am. Oh, wondrous turn of joy ! Are they not dead 
then ? [Aside* 

Ore. They could not 'scape the guards; no other 
passage 
Remained but yours, and even that was fast. 
Upon the instant I beset each avenue 
Which to your palace leads 5 happily as yet 
They are not pass'd from thence. 

Am. Guard 'era, ye gods ! [Aside. 

Mir. Find 'em again, Orchanes, ere I die, 
Or 1 am more than doubly damn'd ; this loss 
Is worse than mine, worse than my daughter's death, 
•Tis death of my revenge. " Malicious fortune ! 
*? She took the moment when my wisdom nodded, 
u And ruin'd me at one. O, doating fool ! 
u Thou fool 9^ love, and of pernicious woman P* 
I sicken j nature fails me ; Oh, revenue \ 

K 
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Will not thy cordial keep back flying life ? 
It shall j'/ Orchanes, drag that traitress to roe. 

Am. Oh, if thou art a man, I charge thee loose me, 
" And scorn his bidding, scorn to be his slave, 
" A devil's drudge in mischief." Save me from death 
Have pity on my youth : Oh, spare my youth! 

[Orchanes pulls Amestris do-wn to Mirza. 

Mir. Hearken not to her, drag her, pull her down a 
Shall Memnon boast of thee, while I die childless ? 
No, to Cleone's ghost thou art a vic~tim. 
" O, could I but have seen thee with those eyes 
te I view thee now, I had been wise and safe ; 
«' That face shall make no more fools in this world, 
" Down, bear thy fatal beauties down to hell, 
" And try if thou canst charm among the dead/' 
Cie, witch ; enchantress, die. [He stabs her. 

Am. Ah I mercy, heavens ! 

Mir. I thank thee, hand, at least of this last service. 
Now fly, Orchanes, haste and tell the Queen, 
My latest breath stays for her — Something I would 

[Exit Orchanes. 
Important to her service — I breathe short, 
Life stays in pain, and struggles to begone, 

I strive in vain to hold it Ha ! what mean 

These fleeting shades that dance before my sight ? 
'T is death, I feel it plain j the dreadful change 

That nature starts at death » Death ! What is 

death ! 
*Tis a vast disquisition : priests and scholars 
Enquire whole ages, a&A are .^tVV&daroht* 
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My head turns round— -I cannot form one thought 
That pleases me about it.— Dying — must resolve me, 

[Mirza dies* 

Am. Oh, my hard fortune! must I die ? die now, 
When Artaxerxes calls and bids me live ? 
His dear lov'd image stays my parting soul, 
And makes it linger in its ruin'd house. 
*' Ha \ sure he's dead— 't is so, and now he stands 

" [Looking on Mirza, 
" ArraignM before the dread impartial judges, 
" To answer to a long account of crimes." 
Had I but strength, perhaps my fate may yet [Rising . 
Find out a way to save me. 
My love and father make life worth my care, 
Alas ! my blood flows fast : this way, I think. 

[Goes off faintly. 

'At the other side Artaxerxes W Memnon enter , 
ivitb a Sword and Dark Lanthorn. 

Mem. Ha ! here are lights, <l hold up thy weapon, 

son." 
Arta. And see, blood and a body on the floor I 
What means this scene of death! What wretch art thou? 
Oh, all ye juster Powers I 't is Mirza, see, 
He seems now dead. 

Mem. " Damnation" thy punishment then is new to 
him. 
And if there be one deeper pit of sulphur, 
One plague above the rest in those dark regions, 
He, as the most abandoned dog, may claim it 

K ij 
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And vie for preference with devils themselves. 

This way, my Prince, let us attempt, [Exeunt and return, 

Amestris re-enters. 

Mem. We must return^ we cannot pass that <way. 

Am. The doors are guarded, fate has clos v d me 
round. 

Arta . Ha ! art thou my Amestris ? 

Mem. Oh, my daughter ! \Wey run to her* 

Am. Are ye then come at last to bkss my eyes, 
Which could not close without one parting view ? 
Oh, hold me, or I sink. 

Mem. Alas ! my child ! 

Arta. My cruel fears ! why art thou pale and faint ? 
Ha! whence this blood? Oh! killing spectacle ! 

Am. Forth from my heart the crimson river flows, 
My lavish heart, that hastily consumes 
Its small remain of life. Oh, lay me gently 
On my last bed the earth, whose cold hard bosom 
Must shortly be the place of my long rest. 

Mem. What have we done? or, Oh! if we have 
sinned, 
What has thy innocence done to merit this ! 

Am. That villain Mirza 

Mem. Ha ! " say r what of him ?** 

Am. Oifer'd most brutal outrage to my honour. 

Arta. Oh, ye eternal rulers of the world, 
Could you look on unmov'd ? But say, instruct me, 
That I may bow before the god that sax 'd thee. 

Aim. Sure 't was some, ctastec oower that made me 
bold, 
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And taught my trembling hand to find the way 
With his own poignard to the villain's heart. 

Mem. Thou art my daughter still ! Oh, noble a&ion ! 
That gives death an interval of joy. 

Am. Just in that hour of fate a villain entered, 
By whose assistance the revengeful Mirza 
Forc'd me to share death with him, 

Arta. " 'T is past, 'tis past, [Lying down, 

u And all those fires that lighted up my soul, 
" Glory and bright ambition languish now, 
" And leave me dark and gloomy as the grave," 
Oh, thou soft dying sweetness ! — shall I rage 
And curse myself? curse ev'n the gods ?— Oh, no; 
I am the slave of fate, and bow beneath 
The load that presses me ; am sunk to earth* 
And ne'er shall rise again : here will I sit 
And gaze till. I am nothing . 

Am. Alas ! my lord, 
€( Fain would I strive to bid you not be sad," 
Fain would I cheer your grief, but 'tis in vain : 
I know by my own heart it is impossible j 
For we have lov'd too well. " Oh, mournful nuptials ! 
" Are these the joys of brides ;" indeed 'tis hard, 
*T is very hard to part 5 I cannot leave you j 
The agonizing thought distracts me 5 hold me, 
Oh, hold me fast, death shall not tear me from you, 

Arta. O, could my arms fence thee from destiny, 
The gods might launch their thunder on my head, 
Plague me with woes treble to what I feel : 
With joy I would endure it all to save thee ? 

K iij 
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What shall I say ? What shall I do to save thee ? 
Grief shakes my frame, it melts my very temper, 
My manly constancy and royal courage 
Run gushing through my eyes : Oh, my Amestris! 

Am. And see, my father ! his white beard is wet 
With the sad dew. 

Mem. I try'd to man my heart, 
But could not stand the buffet of this tempest. 
It tears me up — my child! ha I art thou dying? 

Am. Indeed I'm very sick. Oh, hold me up ! 
My pain increases, and a cold damp dew 
Hangs on my face. Is there no help ? no ease ? 
Have I your arm, my love ? 

Arta. Thou hast ; my heart, 
Dost thou yet hold ? 

Am. Say, will you not forget me, 
When I am laid to moulder in my tomb ? 
*T is sure you will not, still there will be room 
For my remembrance in your noble heart 5 
*' I know you lov'd me truly." Now I faint. 
Oh, shield me, shield me from that ugly phantom, 
The cave of death I how dark and deep it is ? 

I tremble at the sight *t is hideous horror I 

The gloom grows o'er me — let me not lie there. 

[Amestris dies. 

Aria. There life gave way, and the last rosy breath 
Went in that sigh. " Death like a brutal vittor, 
" Already enter'd, with rude haste defaces 
u The lovely frame he 'as master'd 5 see how soon 
ts These starry eyes have lost their light and lustre ! 
u Stay, let me close thai \&C ^^ to «*•% 
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Act V. THE AMBITIOUS STEP- MOTHER. tit 

Old Memnon! ha! grief has transnVd his brain, 
And he perceives me not, — Now what of thee ? 
Think'st thou to live, thou wretch ? Think not of 

any thing ; 
Thought is damnation, 'tis the plague of devils 
To think on what they are, And see, this weapon 
Shall shield me from it, plunge me in forgetfulness, 
Ere the dire scorpion, thought, can rouze to sting me. 
Lend me thy bosom, my cold bride : ill-fortune 

[Lying by her. 
Has done its worst, and we shall part no more j 
Wait for me, gentle spirit, since the stars 
Together must receive us. [Stabs himself.] Oh, well 

aim'd ! 
How foolish is the coward's fear of death ! 

Of death, the greatest surest way for peace. 

[Artaxerxes dies* 
[Memnon stands looking on the body some time, 
atid then speaks* 
Mem. Yet will I gaze! yet, tho'my eyes grow stiff, 
And turn to steel or marble. Here's a sight 
To bless a father I these, these were your gifts, 
Ye bounteous gods! ."You'll spare my thanks for 

them." 
You gave me being too, and spun me out 
To hoary wretchedness. Away, 't was cruelty : 
Oh, cursed, cursed, cursed fourscore years, 
Ye heap of ills, ye monstrous pile of plagues 1 
Sure they lov'd well, the very streams ot blood. 
That flow from their pale bosoms, meet and mingle. 
^ Stay, let me view 'em better—'* nay/tAsXteo a 
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[f thou art like thv mother she dy'd too 

Where is she ? — Ha ! that dog, that villain Mirza, 
He bears her from me : shall we not pursue ?— 
rhe whirl of battle comes across me, fly j 
Begone ; they shall not, dare not brave me thus. 
' Hey, 'tis a glorious sound !" rush on, my prince, 
We '11 start and reach the goal of fate at once. 

[Runs off. 

Jy een and Attendants enter on the other side nvitb lights. 

Queen. Why am I summon'd with this call of death 

rhis is no common ruin ; Artaxerxes ! 

*.nd Memnon's daughter ! < c Mirza, thou art fallen 
In pompous slaughter : could not all thy arts, 
That dol'd about destruction to our enemies, 
Guard thy own life from fate? Vain boast of wisdom, 
That with fantastic pride, like busy children, * 

Builds paper towns and houses, which at once 
The hand of chance o'erturns, and loosely scatters !*• 
ist Atten. Oh, dismal sight ! [Looking* 

Queen. What is it frights thy eyes? 
ist Atten. Old Memnon's body. 
" Queen. *Tis a grateful horror. ^ 
ist Atten. Upon the floor the batter'd carcase lies 

Velt'ring in gore, " whilst on the marble-wall ' 

1 A dreadful mass of brains, grey-hair, and blood, 

1 Is smear'd in hideous mixture:** 
Queen. Fierce despair 

las forc'd a way for the impetuous soul. 

ris well, he is in peace — What means this tumult? 

\S6out % dashing of swords. 
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An Officer enters, his Sword drawn. 

Offi. Fly, madam, lest your person be not safe 5 
The traitor Bagoas, to whose charge you trusted 
The Prince your son has drawn the guards to join him f 
And now assisted by the furious rabble, 
On every side they charge those few who keep 
This palace and the temple, with loud outcries, 
Proclaiming that they mean to free the prisoners. 
Orchanes, ere I fled to give you notice, 
Fell by the Prince's hand j the raging torrent 
Bore down our weak resistance, and pursuing 
With furious haste even trod upon my flight : 
This instant brings them here. 

Queen. Let them come on, 
I cannot fear j this storm is rais'd too late, 
I stand secure of all I wish already. 

[Shout and clashing of swords again. 

Artaban, Cleanthes, and Attendants enter, with 

their swords drawn* 

Art. Then virtue is in vain, since base deceit 
And treachery have triumph 'd o'er the might)-. 
Oh, nature ! let me turn my eyes away, 
Lest I am blasted by a mother's sight. 

Queen. Ungrateful rebel ! do thy impious arms 
Pursue me for my too indulgent fondness 
And care for thee ? 

Art. Well has that care tyeen shewn 5 
Have you not foully stain'd my sacred fame ? 
Look on that scene of blood j the due efteSu 
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Of cruel female arts. But, Oh, what recompence? 
What can you give me for my murder 'd love ? 
Has not the labyrinth of your fatal counsels 
Involved my fair, my lovely, lost Cleone ? 
By our bright gods I swear, I will assert 
The majesty of manly government, 
Nor wear again your chains. " Still as our mother 
" Be honour'd j rule amongst your maids and eunuchs, 

Nor mingle in our state, where mad confusion 

Shakes the whole frame,to boastawoman's cunning." 
!$ueen. Thou talk'st as if thy infant hand could grasp, 
Guide, and command the fortune of the world : 
But thou art young in power. Remember, boy, / 
Thy father, once the hero of his age, 
Was proud to be the subject of my sway, 
The warrior to the woman's wit gave way, 
And found it was his interest to obey. 
And dost thou hope to shake off my command ? 
Dost thou, the creature of my forming hand ? 
When I assert the power thou dar'st invade, 
Like Heaven I will resolve to be obey'd, 
And rule or ruin that which once I made. 

[Exeunt Queen and Attendants. 

Art. Let a guard wait the Queen : though nature 
plead 
For reverence to her person, jealous power 
Must watch her subtle and ambitious wit. 
Hast thou secur'd the impious priest, Cleanthes r 
Magas, that wretch that prostitutes our gods. 

Clean. Already he has met the fate he merited : 
t€ This night the hypocrite m ^tooA. -^cession 
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" March*d through the city to appease the people, 

" And bore the gods along to aid his purpose: 

" When on a sudden, like a huricane, 

«« That starts at once, and ruffles all the ocean/* 

Some fury more than mortal seiz'd the crowd : 

At once they rush'd, at once they cry'd — revenge ; 

Then snatched and tore the trembling priest to pieces* 

What was most strange, no injury was offer'd 

To any of the brotherhood beside, 

But all their rage was ended in his death : 

Like formal justice that severely strikes, 

And in an instant is serene and calm. 

' Art. Oh, my Cleanthes I do but cast thy thoughts 

Back on the recent story of this night j 

And thou with me wilt wonder, and confess 

The gods are great and just. Well have you mark'd, 

" Celestial Powers, your righteous detestation 

«* Of sacrilege, of base and bloody treachery.** 

May this example guide my future sway : 

Let honour, truth, and justice, crown my reign, 

Ne'er let my kingly word be given in vain, 

But ever sacred with my foes remain. 

On these foundations shall my empire stand, 

The gods shall vindicate my just command, 

And guard that power they trusted to myhand . [Exeunt. 



EPILOGUE. 



THE spleen and vapours, and this doleful play, 
Have mortify d me to that height to-day % 
That I am almost in the mortal hind, 
ftd/'e indeed, and leave jqh all behini. 
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Know then, since I resolve in peace to part) 
1 mean to leave to one alone my heart : 
( Last favours will admit of no part age, 
I bar all sharing, but upon the stage) 
To one who can with one alone be blest , 
The peaceful monarch of a single breast: 

To one But, Oh ! how hard */ will be to find 

That phoenix in your fickle changing kind ! 

New loves, new interests, and religions new, 

Still your fantastic appetites pursue. 

Tour sickly fancies loath what you possess , 

And every restless fool would change his place. 

Some weary of their peace and quiet grown* 

Want to be hoisted up aloft, and shewn j 

Whilst from the envy*d height , the wise get safely down* 

We find your wavering temper to our cost, 

Since all our pains and care to please is lost* 

Music in vain supports with friendly aid 

Her sister poetrfs declining head : 

Shew but a mimic ape, or French buffoon, 

Tou to the other bouse in shoals have gone. 

And leave us here to tune our crowds alone '. 

Must Shakspere, Fletcher, and laborious Ben 

Be left for Scaramouch and Harlequin ? 

Allow you are inconstant, yet % t is strange. 

For sense is still the same, and ne^er can change. 

Yet even in that you vary as the rest, 

And every day new notions are prof est. 

Nay, there'' s a * with as found, as am told, 

New ways to heaven despairing of the old: 

He swears he 7/ spoil the clerk and sexton* s trade, 

Bells shall no more be rung, nor graves be made : 

The hearse and six no longer be in fashion, 

Since all the faithful may expect translation. 

What think you of the project P 1 y mfor trying, 

I % U lay aside these foolish thoughts of dying j 

Preserve my youth and vigour for the stage, 

And be translated in a good old age. 
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IRENE. 

By SAMUEL JOHNSON, LL,D. 

This is the only dramatic piece among all the writ* 
ings of this excellent author. It is founded on the 
celebrated story of the Sultan Mahomet, who being 
reproved by his Grandees for giving too indulgent a 
loose to his passion for a beautiful Greek named Irene, 
who was his favourite mistress, to the neglect of his 
state affairs, and the prejudice of his empire, took off 
her head with his own hand in their presence, as an 
atonement for his fault. Dr., Johnson, however, has 
taken some trifling liberties with the history — Irene 
being here made to be strangled by order of the em- 
peror, instead of dying by his own hand. The unities 
of time, place, and action, are most rigidly kept up, 
the whole coming within the time of performance, arid 
the scene which is a garden of the Seraglio, remaining 
unmoved through the whole play. The language 
of it is, like all the rest of Dr. Johnson's writings, 
nervous, sentimental, and poetical. Yet, notwithstand- 
ing these perfections, though assisted by the united 
powers of Mr. Garrick, Mr. Barry, Mrs. Pritchard, 
and Mrs. Cibber, all together in one play, it did not 
meet with the success it merited, and might therefore 
justly have expected. 



Acted at Drury-Larie, 
Sept. 1749. 
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PROROGUE. 



jTe glitf ring train! whom lace and velvet blfsj f 

Suspend the soft solicitudes of dress ; 

from growling business and superfluous care. 

Ye sons of Avarice I a moment spare : 

Vofrks of faux, and worshippers of power / 

Dismiss tbf pleasing phantoms for an hour. 

Our daring fiard, with spirit unconfind, 

Spreads wide the mighty moxalfor mankind. 

Learn here bow tfeaven supports the vjrtuous mind, 

P*r?*g> though calm $ and vigor oft, though resigned. 

Learn beret what anguish racks the guilty l^east, 

In power dependent, in success deprest. 

Leary here that feacefrm inweence musfjlqw. ; 

jf II else js empty sound, and idle show, 

If truths like these with pleasing language join $ 
Ennobled, yet unchanged, if Nature shine : 
\f no wild draught depart from reason's rules, 
ff or gods his heroes, nor bis lovers fools : 
Intriguing wits ! bis artless plot forgive 5 
And spare him, beauties ! though bis lovers livf. 

Be this at least his praise 5 be this bis pride ; 
To force applause no modem arts are trfd. 
Should partial Cat-calls alibis hopes confound^ 
Ife bids no trumpet quell the fatal sound. 



PROLOGUE. 



Should welcome sleep relieve the weary wit, 
He rolls no thunders o"er the drovjsy Pit. 
No snares to captivate the judgment spreads 5 
Nor bribes your eyes to prejudice your beads. 
Unmoved though witlings sneer and rivals rail 5 
Studious to please, yet not ashamed to fail. 
He scorns the meek address, the suppliant strain, 
With merit needless, and without it vain. 
In reason, nature, truth he dares to trust \ 
Ye fops be silent ! and ye wits be just ! 
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PramatiB jjer^ortaf* 



MSN, 

£1aho*i*t, gmperor of the Tu$ka. 

Cali Bassa, First Visier. 

Mustapha, a Turkish Aga. 

Abpalla, an Officer. 

Hasan and Caraza, Turkish Captains, 

Pemetrius and I^eontius^ Greek Noblemen 

MurzAx an Eunuch. 



WOMEN. 
Aspasia and Irene, Greek Ladies, 
Attendants on Irene. 
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pEMETi^ius find Leohtivs in Turkish Habits* 

Leontius. 
And is it thus Demetrius meets his friend, 
Bid in the mean disguise of Turkish robes, 
With servile secrecy to lurk in shades 
And vent our sufferings in clandestine groans. ? 

Dem. Till breathless fury rested from destruction 
These groans were fatal, these disguises vain : 
put now. ou.r Turkish conquerors have quench'4 
Their rage, and pall'd their appetite of murder \ 
fJo more the glutted sabre thirsts, for bloody 
And weary cruelty remits her tortures, 

Leo. Yet Greece enjoys no gleam of transient hope, 
JJo soothing interval of peaceful sorrow 5 
The lust of gold succeeds the rage of conquest, 
The lust of gold, unfeeling and remorseless. ! 
The last corruption of degenerate man ! 
yrg'd by th* imperious, soldier's fierce command* 
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The groaning Greeks break up their golden caverns 
Pregnant with stores, that India's mines might envy 
TV accumulated wealth of toiling ages. 

Dem. That wealth, too sacred for their country's 
use ! 
That wealth, too pleasing to be lost for freedom ! 
That wealth, which granted to their weeping prince, 
Had rang'd embattled nations at our gates : 
But thus reserv'd to lure the wolves of Turkey, 
Adds shame to grief, and infamy to ruin. 
Lamenting av'rice now too late discovers 
Her own negle6ted, in the public safety, 

Leo, Reproach not misery. — The sons of Greece, 
111 - fated race ! so oft besieg'd in vain, 
With false security beheld invasion. 

Why should they fear ? — That Power that kindly 

spreads J 

The clouds, a signal of impending showers, 

To warn the wandering linnet to the shade, 

Beheld, without concern, expiring Greece, 

And not one prodigy foretold our fate. 

Dctn. A thousand horrid prodigies foretold it. 

A feeble government, eluded laws, 

A factious populace, luxurious nobles, 

And all the maladies of sinking states. 

Wnen public villany, too strong for justice, 

Shows his bold front, the harbinger of ruin, 

Can brave Leon tins call for airy wonders, 

Which cheats interpret, and which fools regard ? 

Wken some ne^le^ted fabric nods beneath 
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The weight of years, and totter to the tempest. 
Must Heaven dispatch the messengers of light, 
Or wake the dead to warn us of its fall ? 

Leo. Weil might the weakness of our empire sink 
JJefore such foes of more than human force 5 
Some power invisible, from heaven or hell, 
Conducts their armies and asserts their cause. 

f)em. And yet, my friend, what miracles were 
wrought, 
Beyond the power of constancy and courage? 
pid unresisted lightning aid their cannon? 
Did roaying whirlwinds sweep us from thp raniparts ? 
•Twa& vice that shook our nerves, 'twas vice, 

Leoniius, 
That froze our veins, and withered all our powers, 

I49* Wbate'er our crimes, our wdes demand com- 
passion. 
JEach night profe&ed by the friendly darkness, . 
Quitting my close retreat, J range the city, 
And weeping, kiss the venerable ruins i 
With silent pangs I view tjje towYing domes, 
Sacred to prayer, and wander through the streets § 
Where commerce lavished unexhausted pjenty, 
And jollity maintain'd eternal reyels.w— 

Dem t How changed, alas !— Now ghastly desolation 
Jn triumph sits upon our shatter'd spires, 
Now superstition, ignorance and error, 
Usurp our temples, and profane our altars. 

Leo. from ey'ry palace burst a mingled clamour, 
The dreadfuj dissonance of barb'rous triumph, 
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Shrieks of affright, and wailings of distress. 
Oft when the cries of violated beauty 
Arose to heaven) and pierc'd my bleeding breast, 
I felt thy pains, and trembled for Aspasia. 

Dem. Aspasia ! spare that lov'd, that mournful 
name : 
Dear hapless maid— tempestuous grief overbears 
My reasoning powers— Dear, hapless, lost Aspasia! 

Leo. Suspend the thought. 

Dem. All thought on her is madness : 
Yet let me think— I see the helpless maid, 
Behold the monsters gaze with savage rapture, 
Behold how lust and rapine struggle round her. 

Leo. Awake, Demetrius, from this dismal dream, 
Sink not beneath imaginary sorrows s 
Call to your aid your courage, and your wisdom 5 - 
Think on the sudden change of human scenes \ 
Think on the various accidents of war; 
Think on the mighty power of awful virtue 5 
Think on that Providence that guards the good. 

Dem. O, Providence ! extend thy care to me, 
For courage droops, unequal to the combat, 
And weak philosophy denies her succours. 
Sure seme kind sabre in the heat of battle, 
£re >et the foe found leisure to be cruel, 
Dismissed her to the sky. 

Leon. Some irgin martyr, 
Perhaps, enamour'd of resembling virtue, 
With gentle hand restrained the streams of life, 
And snatch'd her timely from her country's fate. 
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Dem. From those bright regions of eternal day, 
Where now thou shin'st among thy fellow-saints. 
Array'd in purer light, look down on me : 
In pleasing visions, and assuasive dreams, 
O ! sooth my soul, and teach me how to lose thee. 

Leo. Enough of unavailing tears, Demetrius j 
I came obedient to thy friendly summons, 
And hop'd to share thy counsels, not thy sorrows j 
While thus we mourn the fortune of Aspasia, 
To what are we reserv'd ? 

Dem. To what I know not : 
But hope, yet hope, to happiness and honour ; 
If happiness can be without Aspasia. 

Leo. But whence this new-sprung hope ? 

Dent. From Cali Bassa : 
The chief, whose wisdom guides the Turkish counsels, 
He, tir'd of slavery, though the highest slave, 
Projects at once our freedom and his own ; 
And bids us thus disguis'd await him here. 

Leo. Can he restore the state he could not save ? 
In vain, when Turkey's troops assail'd our walls, 
His kind intelligence betray'd their measures $ 
Their arms prevaiTd, though Cali was our friend. 

Dem. When the tenth sun had set upon our sorrows, 
At midnight's private hour a voice unknown 
Sounds in my sleeping ear, ' Awake, Demetrius, 
« Awake, and follow me to better fortunes 5 • 
§urpriz'd I start, and bless the happy dream 3 
Then rousing know the fiery chief Abdullah, 
Whose quick impatience seiz'd my doubtful hand, 
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And led me to the shore where Cali stood, 
Pensive and listening to the beating surge. 
There in soft hints and in ambiguous phrase, 
With all the diffidence of long experience, 
That oft had pra&is'd fraud, and 6ft dete&ed, 
The vet'ran courtier half reveal'd his project. 
By his command, equipped for speedy flight, 
Deep in a winding creek a galley lies, 
Mann'd with the bravest of our fellow captives, 
Selected by my care, a hardy band, 
That long to hail thee chief. 

Leo. But what avails 
So small a force ? or why should Cali fly ? 
Or how can Cali's flight restore our country ? 

Bern. Reserve these questions for a safer hour, 
Or hear himself, for see the Bassa comes. 

Cali Basa enters* 

Cali. Now summon all thy soul, illustrious Christian! 
Awake each faculty that sleeps within thee, 
The courtier's policy, the sage's firmness, 
The warrior's ardour, and the patriot's zeal 5 
If chasing past events with vain pursuit, 
Or wand'ring in the wilds of future being, 
A single thought now rove, recall it home. 
But can thy friend sustain the glorious cause, 
The cause of liberty, the cause of nations ? 

Dem. Observe him cicsely with a statesman's eye, 
Thou that hast long perus'd the draughts of nature, 
And know'st the character* of vice and virtue, 
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Left by the hand of Heaven on human clay. 

Colt. His mien is lofty, his demeanour great, 
Nor sprightly folly wantons in his air, 
Nor dull serenity becalms his eyes. 
Such had I trusted once as soon as seen, 
But cautious age suspe&s the flattering form, 
And only credits what experience tells. 
Has silence pressed her seal upon his lips ? 
Does adamantine faith invest his heart ? 
Will he not bend beneath a tyrant's frown ? 
Will he not melt before ambition's fire ? 
Will be not soften in a friends embrace I 
Or flow dissolving in a woman's tears ? 

Dem. Sooner these trembling leaves shall find a voice, 
And tell the secrets of their conscious walks ; „ 
Sooner the breeze shall catch the flying sounds, 
And shock the tyrant with the tale of treason. 
Your slaughtered multitudes that swell the shore. 
With monuments of death proclaim his courage x 
Virtue and liberty engross bis soul, 
And leave no place for perfidy or fear. 

Leo. I scorn a trust unwillingly repos'd ; 
Demetrius will not lead me to dishonour $ 
Consult in private, call me when your scheme 
Is ripe for action, and demands the sword. [Going. 

Dem. Leontius, stay. 

Cali. Forgive an old man's weakness, 
And share the deepest secrets of my soul, 
My wrongs, my fears, my motives, my designs,-—* 
When unsuccessful wars, and civil factions, 

B 
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Embroird the Turkish state— our Sultan's father, 

Great Amurath, at my request, forsook 

Tlie cloister's ease, resum'd the tott'ring throne* 

And snatch'd the reins of abdicated power 

From giddy Mahomet 1 s unskilful hand. 

This fir'd the youthful king's ambitious breast, 

He murmurs vengeance at the name of Cali, 

And dooms my rash fidelity to ruin. 

Dem. Unhappy lot of all that shine in courts j— * 
for fore'd compliance, or for zealous virtue, 
Still odious to the monarch, or the people. 

Cali. Such are the woes when arbitrary power, 
And lawless passion, hold the sword of justice. 
If there be any land, as fame reports, 
Where common laws restrain the prince and subject, 
A happy land, where circulating power 
Flows through each member of th' embodied state, 
Sure, not unconscious of the mighty blessing, 
Her grateful sons shine bright with ev'ry virtue $ 
Untainted with the lust of innovation, 
Sure all unite to, hold her league of rule 
Unbroken as the sacred chain of nature, 
That links the jarring elements in peace, 

Leo r But say, great $assa, why the Sultan's anger. 
Burning in vain, delays the stroke of death ? 

Cali. Young, and unsettled jn his father's kingdoms, 
Fierce as he was, he dreaded to destroy 
The empire's. darling! and the soldier's boast $ 
But now confirm'd, and- swelling with his conquests, 
Secure he tramples my declining fame, • 
Frowns unrestraint} ;u\d dwiitis me with his eyes. 
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Dem. What can reverse thy doom} 

Cali, The tyrant's death. 

Dem. But Greece is still forgot. 

Call. On Asia's coast, 
Which lately bless'd my gentle government, 
Soon as the Sultan's unexpected fate 
Fills all th' astonished empire with confusion, 
My policy shall raise an easy throne ; 
The Turkish powers from Europe shall retreat, 
And harrass Greece no more with wasteful war. 
A galley mann'd with Greeks, thy charge, LeOntius, 
Attends to waft: us to repose and safety. 

Dem. That vessel, if observ'd, alarms the court, 
And gives- a thousand fatal questions birth ; — 
Why stor'd for flight ? and why prepared by Cali ? 

Calu This hour I '11 beg, with unsuspecting face. 
Leave to perform my pilgrimage to Mecca $ 
Which, granted, hides my purpose from the world, • 
And, though refus'd, conceals it from the Sultan. 

Leo, How can a single hand attempt a life 
Which armies guard, and citadels inclose ? 

Cali. Forgetful of command, with captive beauties^ 
Far from his troops, he toys his hours away. 
A roving soldier seiz'd in Sophia's temple 
A virgin shining with distinguished charms, 
And brought his beauteous plunder to the Sultan. 

Dem. In Sophia's temple! — What alarm ! — Proceed. 

CaU. The Sultan gaz'd, he wonder'd, and he lov'd^ 
In passion lost, he bad the conqu'ring fair 
Renounce her faith, and_be the queen of Turkey j 

B ij 
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The pious maid, with modest indignation, 
Threw back the glitt'ring bribe. 

Dem. Celestial Goodness 1 
It must, it must be She j her name ? 

Call. Aspasia. 

Dem. What hopes, what terrors rush upon nay soul ! 
O, lead me quickly to the scene of fate ; 
Break through the politicians tedious forms, 
Aspasia calls me, let me fly to save her. 

Leo. Did Mahomet reproach or praise her virtue r 

Call. His offers oft repeated, still refused, 
At length rekindled his accustomed fury, 
And changed th* endearing smile and am'rous whisper 
To threats of torture, death, and violation. 

Dem. These tedious narratives of frozen age 
Distract my soul : dispatch thy lingering tale; 
Say, did a voice from heaven restrain the tyrant? 
Did interposing angels guard her from, him r 

Cali. Just in the moment of impending fate, 
Another plunderer brought; the bright Irene j 
Of equal beauty, but of softer mien, 
Fear in her eye, submission on her tongue. 
Her mournful charms attracted his regards, . 
Disarmed his rage, and in repeated visits 
Gain'd all his heart 5 at length his eager love 
To her transferred the offer of a crown. 

Leo. Nor found again the bright temptation fail r 

Cali. Trembling to grant, nor daring to refuse, 
While Heaven and Mahomet divide her fears, 
With coy caresses and with pleasing wiles 
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She feeds his hopes, land sooths him to delay. 
For her., repose is banish'd from the night, 
Awd business from the day. In her apartments 
He lives » 

Leo. And there must fall. 

Cali. But yet th' attempt 
Is hazardous. 

* Leo. Forbear to speak of hazards, 
What ha$ the wretch that has survived his country, 
His friends, his liberty, to hazard ? 

Cali. Life. 

Dent. Th' inestimable privilege of breathing ! 
Important hazard ! What*s that airy bubble 
When weighed with Greece, with virtue, with Aspasia? 
A floating atom> dust that falls unheeded 
Into the adverse scale, nor shakes the balance. 

Cali.- At least this day be calm If we succeed, 

As^asia's thine, and all thy life is rapture 
See! Mustapha, the tyrant's minion, comes j 
Invest Leontius with his new command 5 
And wait Abdalla's unsuspected visits ; 
Remember freedom, glory, Greece, and love. 

[Exeunt Demetrius and Leontius. / 



MusTApha enters. / 

Mus. By what enchantment does this lovely Greek 
Hold in her chains the captivated sultan ? 
He tires his favVites with Irene's praise, 
And seoks die shades to muse upon Irene 5 

B iij 
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Irene steals unheeded from his tongue, 

And mingles unperceivM with ev'ry thought. 

Cali. Why should the sultan shun the joys of beauty, 
Or arm his breast against the force of love ? 
Love, that with sweet vicissitude relieves 
The warrior *s labours, and the monarch's cares. 
But will she yet receive the faith of Mecca ? 

Mm. Those powerful tyrants of the female breast, 
Fear and ambition, urge her to compliance $ 
Dress'd in each charm of gay magnificence, 
Alluring grandeur courts her to his arms* 
Religion calls her from the wish'd embrace. 
Paints future joys, and points to distant glories. 

Cali. Soon will the unequal contest be decided. 
Prospers obscur'd by distance faintly strike; 
Each pleasure brightens at its near approach, 
And ev'ry danger shocks with double horror. 

Mm. How shall I scorn the beautiful apostate ! 
How will the bright Aspasia shine above her 1 

Cali. Should she, for proselytes are always zealous, 
With pious warmth receive our prophet's law 

Mm. Heaven will contemn the mercenary fervour, 
Which love of greatness, not of fruth inflames. 

Cali. Cease, cease thy censures: for the sultan comes 
Alone, with anTrous baste to seek his love. 

Mahomet enters, 

Cali. Hail, terror of the monarchs of the world, 
Unshaken; be thy throne as earth's firm base, 



\ 



Jctl. IftBXB. S9 

Live till the suit forgets to dart his beams. 
And weary planets loiter in their courses. 

Mab. But, Cali, let Irene share thy prayers $ 
For what is length of days without Irene ? 
I come from empty noise, and tasteless pomp, 
From crouds that hide a monarch from himself, 
To prove the sweets of privacy and friendship, 
And dwell upon the beauties of Irene. 

Calu O, may her beauties last unchanged by time, 
As those that bless the mansions of the good. 

Mab. Each realm where beauty turns the graceful 
shape, 
Swells the fair breast, or animates the glance, 
Adorns my palace with its brightest virgins j 
Yet unacquainted with these soft emotions 
I walk'd superior, through the blaze of charms, 
Praised without rapture, left without regret. 
Why rove I now, when absent from my fair, 
From solitude to crouds, from crouds to solitude, ' 
Still restless, till I clasp the lovely maid, 
And ease my loaded soul upon her bosom ? 

Mus. Forgive, great sultan, that intrusive duty 
Enquires the final doom of Menodorus, 
The Grecian counsellor. 

Mab. Go see him die ; 
His martial rhet'ric taught the Greeks resistance j 
Had they prevail'd, I ne'er had known Irene. 

[Exit Mustapha. 

Mab. Remote from tumult, in the adjoining palace, 
Thy care shall cjuard this treasure of mv soul* 
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There let Aspasia, since my fair entreats it, 
With converse chase the melancholy moments. 
Sure,.chiU'd with sixty winter camps, thy blood 
At sight of female charms will glow no more. 

Calu These years, unconquer'd Mahomet, demand 
Desires more pure, and other cares than love. 
Long have I wish'd, before our prophet's tomb, 
To pour my prayers for thy successful reign, 
To quit the tumults of the noisy camp, 
And sink into the silent grave in peace. 

Mob. What I think of peace while haughty Scan* 
derbeg, 
Elate with conquest, in his native mountains, 
Prowls o'er the wealthy spoils of bleeding Turkey ? 
While fair Hungarians unexhausted vallies 
Pour,forth their legions, and the roaring Danube 
Rolls half his floods unheard through shouting camps? 
Nor couldst thou more support a life of sloth 
Than Amurath— 

Calu Still full of Amurath ! [4 side* 

Mah, Than Amurath, accustomed to command, 
Could bear his. son upon the Turkish throne. 
Call, This pilgrimage our lawgiver ordainM — : — 
Mah, For those who could not please by nobler 

service. 

Our warlike prophet loves an active faith, 
The only flame of enterprizing virtue, 
Mocks the dull vows of solitude and penance, 
And scorns the lazy hermit's cheap devotion 5 
Siiine thou distinguished by superior merit, 
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With wonted zeal pursue the task of war, 
Till every nation reverence the Koran, 
And every suppliant lift his eyes to Mecca. 

Cali. This regal confidence, this pious ardour, 
Let prudence moderate, though not suppress. 
Is-not each realm that smites with kinder suns, 
Or boasts a happier soil, already thine * 
Extended empite, like expanded gold, 
Exchanges solid strength for feeble splendor. 

Mob. Preach, thy dull politics to vulgar kings, 
Thou know'st not yet thy master's future greatness, 
His vast designs, his plans of boundless power. 
When ev'ry storm in my domain shall roar, 
When ev'ry wave shall beat a Turkish shore, 
Then, Cali, shall die toils of battle cease, 
Then dream of prayer, and pilgrimage, and peace* 

[Exeunt. 



ACT II. SCENE /. 



Aspasia and Irene enter* 



Irene. 
Aspasia, yet pursue the sacred theme \ 
Exhaust the stores of pious eloquence, 
And teach me to repel the sultan's passion. 
Still at Aspasia'* voice a sudden rapture 
Exalts my soul, and fortifies my heart. 
The glittering vanities of empty greatness, 
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The hopes and fears, the joys and pains of life, 
Dissolve in air, and vanish into nothing. 

Aspa. Let nobler hopes and juster fears succeed, 
And bar the passes of Irene's mind 
Against returning guilt. 

Irene. When thou art absent* 
Death rises to my view, with all his terrors ; 
Then visions, horrid as a murd'rer's dreams, 
Chill my resolves, and blast my blooming virtue : • 
Stern torture shakes his bloody scourge before me, 
And anguish gnashes on the fatal wheel. 

Asp. t Since fear predominates in every thought, 
And sways thy breast with absolute dominion, 
Think on th' insulting scorn, the conscious pangs, 
The future miseries that wait th' apostate $ 
So. shall timidity assist thy reason, . 

And wisdom into virtue turn thy frailty. 
Irene. Will not that power that form'd the heart 
of woman, 
And wove the feeble texture of her nerves, 
Forgive those fears that shake the tender frame ? 

Asp. The weakness we lament, ourselves create } 
Instructed from our infant years to court 
With counterfeited fears the aid of man, 
We learn to shudder at the rustling breefce, 
Start at the light, and tremble in the dark 5 
Till affectation, rip'ning to belief, 
And folly, frighted at her own chimeras, 
Habitual cowardice usurps the soul. 
Irene. N^t all like (hee can brave the shocks of fate, 
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Thy soul by nature great, enlargM by knowledge, 
Soars uneneumber'd with our idle cares, 
And all Aspasia, but her beauty/s man. 

Asp. Each generous sentiment is thine, Demetrius* 
Whose sou 1> perhaps, yet mindful of Aspasia, 
Now. hovers o'er this melancholy shade, 
Well pleas'd to find thy precepts not forgotten, 
Q ! could the grave restore the pious hero, 
Soon would his art or valour set us free, 
And bear us far from servitude and crimes. 

Irene, He yet may live. 

Asp. Alas ! delusive dream ! 
Too well I know him, his immodYate courage, 
Th* impetuous sallies of excessive virtue, 
Too strong for love, have hurried him on death, 

» Cali and Abdalla enter. 

Cali. [To Abd. as they advance.] Behold our future 
6ultaness, Abdalla j — — 
Let artful flattYy now, to lull suspicion, 
Glide through Irene to the sultan's ear. 
Would'st thou subdue th* obdurate cannibal 
To tender friendship, praise him to his mistress. 

[To Irene. 
Well may those eyes that view these heav'nly charms 
Reject the daughters of contending kings ; 
For what are pompous titles, proud alliance, 
Empire or wealth, to excellence like thine ? 

Abd. Receive th' impatient sultan to thy arms 5 
And may a long posterity of monarchs, - 
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The pride and terror of succeeding day*, 
Rise from the happy bed ; and furore queens 
Diffuse Irene's beauty through the world. 

Irene, Can Mahomet^s imperial hand descend 
To clasp a slave ? or, can a soul like mine* 
Unus'd to power, and form'd for humbler scenes> 
Support the splendid miseries of Greatness ? 

Cali. No regal pageant deck'd with casual honours* 
Scorn'd by his subje&s, trampled by his foes 5 
No feeble tyrant of a petty state 
Courts thee to shake on a dependent throne 5 
Born to command, as thou to charm mankind, 
The sultan from himself derives his greatness. 
Observe, bright maid, as his resistless voice 
Drives on the tempest of destructive war, 
How nation after nation falls before him. 

Aid. At his dread name the distant mountains shake 
Their cloudy summits, and the sons of fierceness. 
That range uncivilized from rock to rock. 
Distrust th* eternal fortresses of nature, 
And wish their gloomy caverns more obscure. 

Asp. Forbear this lavish pomp of dreadful praise $ 
The horrid images of war and slaughter 
Renew our sorrows, and awake our fears. 

Abd* Cali, methinks yon waving trees afford 
A doubtful glimpse of our approaching friends ; 
Just as I mark'd them, they forsook the shore, 
And turn M their hasty steps towards the garden. 

Cati. Conduct these queens, Abdalla, to the palace : 
Such heavenly beauty formM for adoration, 
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TJhe pride of monarchs, the reward of conquest y 
Such beauty must not shine to vulgar eyes. ^ J 

' [Exit Abdalla, Aspasia, and Ireqe. 
How Heaven* in scorn of human arrogance, 
Commits to trivial chance the fate of nations ! 
While with incessant thought laborious man 
Extends his mighty schemes of wealth and power, 
And tow'rs and triumphs in ideal greatness, 
Some accidental gust of opposition 
Blasts all the beauties of his new creation, 
O'erturns the fabric of presumptuous reason, 
And whelms the swelling architect beneath it. 
Had not the breeze untwin'd the meeting boughs, 
And through the parted shade disclosed the Greeks, 
Th' important hour had pass"d unheeded by, 
In all the sweet oblivion of delight, 
In all the fopperies of meeting lovers ; 
In sighs and tears, in transports and embraces, 
In softs complaints, and idle protestations. 

Demetrius and Leontius enter. 

Could omens fright the resolute and wise, 
Well might we fear impending disappointments. 

Leo. Your artful suit, your monarch's fierce denial,. 
The cruel doom of hapless Menodorus.— • 

Dem. And your new charge, that dear that heavenly 
maid. . 

Leo. All this we know already from Abdalla. 

Dem, Such slight defeats but animate the brave 
To stronger efforts, and maturer counsels. 

C 
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Cali. My doom confirm'd establishes my purpose ? 
Calmly he heard, till Amurath's resumption 
Rose to his thought, and set his soul on fire : 
When from his lips the fatal name burst out, 
A sudden pause trT imperfect sense suspended, 
Like the dread stillness of condensing storms. 

Dem. The loudest cries of nature urge us forward 5 
Despotic rage pursues the life of Cali ; 
His groaning country claims Leontius* aid ; 
And yet another voice, forgive me, Greece, 
The powerful voice of love enflames Demetrius, 
Each iing'ring hour alarms me for Aspasia. 

Cali. What passions reign among thy crew, Leontius? 
Does cheerless diffidence oppress their hearts ? 
Or sprightly hope exalt their kindling spirits ? 
Do they with pain repress the struggling shout, 
And listen eager to the rising wind ? 

Leo. All there is hope, and gaiety, and courage, 
^Jo cloudy doubts, or languishing delays ; 
Ere I could range them on the crouded deck, 
At once a hundred voices thunder'd round me, 
And every voice was liberty and Greece. 

Dem. Swift let us rush upon the careless tyrant, 
Nor give him leisure for another crime. 

Leo. Then let us now resolve, nor idly waste 
Another hour in dull deliberation. 

Cali. But see, where destin'd to protract our counsels, 
Comes Mustapha. — Your Turkish robes conceal you—* 
Retire with speed, while I prepare to meet him 
With artificial smiles, and seeming friendship. 
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Mustapha enters* 

I see the gloom that low'rs upon thy brow, 
These days of love and pleasure charm not thee} 
Too slow these gentle constellations roll, 
Thou longest for stars that frown on human kind, 
And scatter discord from their baleful beams. 

Mas. How blest art thou, still jocund and serene, 
Beneath the load of business, and of years. 

Cali, Sure by some wondrous sympathy of souls, 
My heart still beats responsive to the sultan's j 
I share, by secret instinct, all his joys, 
And feel no sorrow while my sovereign smiles, 

Mus. The sultan comes, impatient for his love ; 
Conduct iier hither, let no rude intrusion 
Molest these private walks, or care invade 
These hours assign^ to pleasure and Irene. [Exit Call, 

J Mahomet enters. 




Mah. Now, Mustapha, pursue thy tale of horror* 
Has treason's dire iufe6Hon reached my palace ? 
Can Cali dare the stroke of heavenly justice, 
In the dark precincts of the gaping grave, 
And load with perjuries his parting soul ? 
Was it for this, that sick'ning in Epirus, 
My father call'd me to his couch of death, 
Joined Call's hand to mine, and falfring cry'd, 
« Restrain the fervour of impetuous youth 
4 With venerable Cali's faithful counsels ?* 
Are these the counsels ? This the faith of Call ? 

Cij 
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Were all our favours lavished on a villain ? 
Confest ? 

Mus. Contest by dying Menodorus. » • " 

In kis last agonies the gasping coward, 
Amidst the tortures of the burning steel> 
Still fond of life, groan'd out the dreadful secret, 
Held forth this fatal scroll, then sunk to nothing. 
, Mob. [Examining the Paper.'] His correspondence 

with our foes of Greece 1 
IJishand 1 his seal I The secrets of my soul 
Concealed from all but him 1 All 1 all conspire 
To banish doubt, and brand him for a villain. 
Our schemes for ever crossed, our mines discovered* 
Betray'd some traitor lurking near my bosom. 
Oft have I rag'd, when their wide-wasting cannon : 
Lay pointed at our batteries, yet unfornVd, 
And broke the meditated lines of war. 
Detested Cali too, with artful wonder, 
Would shake his wily head, and closely whisper, 
Beware of Mustapha, beware of treason. 

Mns. The faith of Mustapha disdains suspicion; 
But yet, great Emperor, beware of treason. 
Th' insidious Bassa, fir'd by disappointmen t 

Mak. Shall feel the vengeance of an injured king.. 
Go, seize him, load him with reproachful chains } 
Before the assembled troops proclaim his crimes $ 
Thenjeave him stretch'd upon the lingering rack, 
Amidst the camp to howl his life away. 

Mm* Should we before the troops proclaim hi* 
crimes* 
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L-dread his arts of seeming innocence, 
His bland address, and sorcery of tongue % 
And should he fall unheard, by sudden justice, 
Th' adoring soldiers would revenge their idol* 

Mab. Cali, this day with hypocritick zeal, 
Implor'd my leave to visit Mecca's temple 5 
Struck with the wonder of a statesman's goodness, 
I raised his thoughts to more sublime devotion. 
Now let him go, pursu'd by silent wrath, 
Meet unexpected daggers in his way, 
And in some distant land obscurely die. 

Mus. There will his boundless wealth, the spoil of 
Asia, 
Heap'd by your father's ill-plac'd bounties on him, 
Disperse rebellion through the Eastern World $ 
Bribe to his cause, and list beneath his banners 
Arabia's roving troops, the sons of swiftness, 
And arm the Persian Heretic against thee j 
There shall he waste thy frontiers, check thy con- 
quests, 
And, though at length subdued, elude thy vengeance. 

Mab. Elude my vengeance ? no i — My troops shall 
range 
Th' eternal snows that freeze beyond Meotis, 
And Afric's torrid sands in search of Cali. 
Should the fierce North upon his frozen wings 
Bear him aloft above the wond'ring clouds, 
And seat him in the Pleiads' golden chariots, 
Thence should my fury drag him down to tortures } 
Wherever guilt can fly, revenge can follow* 

Cuj 
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Mus. Wilt thou dismiss the savage from the toils. 
Only to hunt him round the ravaged world ? 

Mah. Suspend his sentence— empire and Irene 
Claim my divided soul. This wretch, unworthy 
To mix with nobler cares, I '11 throw aside 
For idle hours, and crush him at my leisure. 

Mus. Let not the unbounded greatness of his mind 
Betray my king to negligence of danger. 
Perhaps the clouds of dark conspiracy 
Now roll full fraught with thunder o'er your head. 
Twice since the morning rose I saw the Bassa, 
Like a fell adder swelling in a brake, 
Beneath the covert of this verdant arch, 
In private conference 5 beside him stood 
Two men unknown, the partners of his bosom j 
I mark'd them well, and trac'd in either face 
The gloomy resolution, horrid greatness, 
And stern composure of despairing heroes. 
And to confirm my thought, at sight of me, 
As blasted by my presence, they withdrew 
With all the speed of terror and of guilt. 

Mab. The strong emotions of my troubled soul 
Allow no pause for art or for contrivance $ 
And dark perplexity distra&s my counsels. 
Do thou resolve : for see Irene comes I 
At her approach each ruder gust of thought 
Sinks like the sighing of a tempest spent, 
And gales of softer passion fan my bosom. 
: [Cali enters with Trene, and exit with Mustaphs 
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Mahomet W Irene. 

Mab. Wilt thou descend, fair daughter of perfec- 
tion. 
To hear my vows, and give mankind a queen ? 
Ah ! cease, Irene, cease those flowing sorrows, 
That melt an heart, impregnable till now, 
And turn thy thoughts henceforth to love and empire. 
How will the matchless beauties of Irene, 
Thus bright in tears, thus amiable in ruin, 
With all the graceful pride of greatness heighten'd, 
Amidst the blaze of jewels and of gold, 
Adorn a throne, and dignify dominion. 

Irene, Why all this glare of splendid eloquence, 
To paint the pageantries of guilty state ? 
Must I for these renounce the hope of heaven, 
Immortal crowns and fulness of enjoyment ? 

Mab. Vain raptures all — for your inferior natures 
Form'd to delight, and happy by 'delighting, 
Heaven has reserved no future paradise, 
But bids you rove the paths of bliss, secure 
Of total death and careless of hereafter $ 
While heaven's high minister, whose awful volume 
Records each acl, each thought of sov'reign man, 
Surveys your plays with inattentive glance, 
And leaves the lovely trifler unregarded. 

Irene. Why then has nature's vain munificence 
Profusely pour'd her bounties upon woman ? 
Whence then those charms thy tongue has deign'd to 
flatter, 
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That air resistless and enchanting blush, 
Unless the beauteous fabrick was designed 
A habitation for a fairer soul ? 
Mab> Too high, bright maid, thou rafst exterior 
grace i 
Not always do the fairest flowers diffuse 
The richest odours, nor the speckled shells' 
Conceal the gem ; let female arrogance 
Observe the feather'd wand'rers of the sky ♦ 
With purple varied and bedi opp'd with gold* 
They prune the wing, and spread the glossy plumes* 
Ordain'd, like you, to flutter and to shine, 
And chear die weary passenger with musick. 

Irene. Mean as we are, this tyrant of the world 
Implores otir smiles, and trembles at our feet : 
Whence flow the hopes and fears, despair and rapture, 
Whence all the bliss and agonies of love ? 
Mab. Why, when the balm of sleep descends on 
man, 
Do gay delusions, wand'ring o*er the brain, 
Sooth the delighted soul with empty bliss ? 
To want give affluence ? and to slav'ry freedom ? 
Such are love's joys, the lenitives of life, 
A fancied treasure, and a waking dream. 

Irene* Then let me once, in honour of our sex, 
Assume the boastful arrogance of man. 
Th' attractive softness, and th' endearing smile, 
And powerful glance, 't is granted, are her own. ; 
Nor has impartial nature's frugal hand 
Exhausted all her nobler gifts on you ; 
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lot we share the comprehensive thought, 

enlivening wit, the penetrating reason ? 

s not the female breast with gen'rous passions, 

thirst of empire, and the love of glory ? 
fab. Illustrious maid, new wonders fix me thine; 
• soul compleats the triumphs of thy face. 
>ught, forgive, my fair, the noblest aim, 
strongest effort of a female soul, 
; but to choose the graces of the day j 
rune the tongue, to teach the eyes to roll, 
ose the colours of the flowing robe, 

add new roses to the faded cheek. 
I it not charm a mind like thine exalted, •> 
thine the goddess of applauding nations, 
scatter happiness and plenty round thee, 
t)id the prostrate captive rise and live, 
jee new cities tower at thy command, 

blasted kingdoms flourish at thy smile > 
me. Charm' d with the thought of blessing human 
kind, 

calm I listen to the flattering sounds. 
r ab. O seize the power to Wess — Irene's nod 
I break the fetters of the groaning Christian s 
jce, in her lovely patroness secure, 
1 mourn no more her plundered palaces. 
tne. Forbear — O, do not urge me to my ruin ! 
ah. To state and power I court thee, not to ruin : 
e on my wishes, and command the globe, 
rity shall spread her shield before thee, 
I love infold thee with his downy wings. 
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If greatness please thee, mount th* imperial seat j 
If pleasure charm thee, view this soft retreat > 
Here ev'ry warbler of the sky shall sing ; 
Here ev'ry fragrance breathe of ev'ry spring : 
To deck these bowers each region shall combine, 
And ev'n our prophet's gardens envy thine: 
Empire and love shall share the blissful day, 
And varied life steal unperceiv'd away. [Exeunt, 



ACT III. SCENE L 

Cali enters with a discontented air\ to him enters 

Abdalla. 

CalL 
Is this the fierce conspirator Abdalla ? 
Is this the restless diligence of treason ? 
Where hast thou lingered while th' encumber'd hours, 
Fly lab'ring with the fate of future nations, 
And hungry slaughter scents imperial blood ? 
Ahd. Important cares detained me from your 

counsels. 
Cali Some petty passion! some domestic trifle I 
Some* vain amusement of a vacant soul ! 
A weeping wife perhaps, or dying friend, 
Hung on your neck, and hinder'd your departure* 
Is this a time for softness or for sorrow ? 
Unprofitable, peaceful, female virtues ! 
When eager vengeance shows a naked foe, 
# And kind ambition £o\nX&Vh& vi^ to greatness. 
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Abd. Must then ambition's votaries infringe 
The laws of kindness, break the bonds of nature ? 
\xi<& quit the names of brother, friend, and "father ? 

Cali. This sovereign passion, scornful of restraint, 
Ev'n from the birth affetts supreme command, 
Swells in the breast, and with resistless force 
O'erbears each gentler motion of the mind. 
As when a deluge overspreads the plains, 
The wand'ring rivulet, and silver lake, 
Mix undistinguished with the gen'ral roar. 

Abd. Yet can ambition in Abdalla's breast 
Claim but the second place : there mighty love 
Has fix'd his hopes, inquietudes, and fears, 
His glowing wishes, and his jealous pangs. 

Cali. Love is indeed the privilege of youth ; 
Yet, on a day like this, when expectation 
Pants for the dread event — But let us reason 

Abd. Hast thou grown old amidst the croud of 
courts, 
And turn'd the instructive page of human life, 
To cant at last of reason to a lover ? 
Such ill-tim'd gravity, such serious folly, 
Might well befit the solitary student, 
TIT unpraftis'd dervise, or sequester*d faquir. 
Know'st thou not yet, when love invades the soul, 
That all her faculties receive his chains ? 
That reason gives her sceptre to his hand, 
Or only struggles to be more enslaved ? 
Aspasia, who can look upon thy beauties, 
Who hear thee speak, and not abandon reason ? 
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Reason ! the hoary dotard's dull directress* 
That looses all because she hazards nothing : 
Reason I the tim'rous pilot, that to shun 
The rocks of life, for ever flies the port. 

tali. But why this sudden warmth ? 

Abd. Because I love : 
Because my slighted passion burns in vain t 
Why roars the lioness distressed by hunger ? 
Why foam the swelling waves when tempests rise ? 
Why shakes the ground, when subterraneous fires 
Fierce through the bursting caverns rend their way ? 

Cali. £Jot till this day thou saw'st this fatal fair ; 
Did ever passion make so swift a progress ? 
.Once more reflect, suppress this infant folly. 

Abd. Gross fires, enkindled by a mortal hand, 
Spread by degrees, and dread th* oppressing stream j 
The subtler flames emitted from the sky, 
Flash out at once, with strength above resistance. 

Call. How did Aspasia welcome your address ? 
Did you proclaim this unexpected conquest ? 
Or pay with speaking eyes a lover's homage ? 

Abd. Confounded, aw'd, and lost in admiration, 
I gaz'd, I trembled j but I could not speak : 
When ev'n as love was breaking off from wonder, 
And tender accents quiver'd on my lips, 
She mark'd my sparkling eyes, and heaving breast, 
And smiling, conscious of her charms, withdrew. 

x Demetrius **</Leontius enter* 
Cali,, tyow be some moment* master of thyself, 
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Nor let Demetrius know thee for a rival. * 
Hence I or be calm — To disagree is ruin^^-M 

Dem. When will occasion smile upon our wishes, 
And give the tortures of suspense a period ? 
Still must we linger in uncertain hope ? 
Still languish in our chains, and dream of freedom, 
Like thirsty sailors gazing on the clouds, 
Till burning death shoots through their wither'd 
limbs? 

CaH. Deliverance is at hand 5 for Turkey's tyrant, 
Sunk in his pleasures, confident and gay, 
With all the hero's dull security, 
Trusts to my care his mistress and his life, 
And laughs and wantons in the jaws of death. 

Leo. So weak is man, when destined to destruction, 
The watchful slumber, and the crafty trust. 

Cali. At my command yon* iron gates unfold 3 
At my command the sentinels retire 5 
With all the licence of authority, 
Through bowing slaves, I range the private rooms, 
And of to-morrow's aclion fix the scene. 

Dem. To-morrow's aclion ! Can that hoary wisdom, 
Borne down with years, still doat upon to-morrow? 
That fatal mistress of the young, the lazy, 
The coward, and the fool, condemn'd to lose 
An useless life in waiting for to-morrow, 
To gaze with longing eyes upon to-morrow, 
Till interposing death destroys the prospeft! 
Strange ! that this gen'ral fraud from day to day, 
Should fill the world with wretches undetected, 

D 
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The soldier lab' ring through a winter's ma 
Still sees to-morrow drest in robes of trium 
Still to the lover's long-expecung arms, 
To-morrow brings the visionary bride. 
But thou, too old to bear another cheat, 
Learn, that the present hour alone is man's 

Leo. The present hour with open arms it 
Seize the kind fair, and press her to thy boi 

Dem. Who knows, ere this important m 
But fear of mutiny may taint the Greek ? 
Who knows if Mahomet's awaking anger 
May spare the fatal bow-string till to-morrc 

Abd. Had our first Asian foes but Y 
ardour, 

We still had wander' d on Tartarian hills. 
Rouse, Cali, shall the sons of conquered G 
Lead us to danger, and abash their vi&ors 
This night with all her conscious stars be \ 
Who merits most, Demetrius or Abdalla. 

Dem. Who merits most! — I knew nc 
rivals. 

Cali. Young man, forbear — The heat oi 

more 

Well, — *t is decreed — This night shall fix < 
Soon as the veil of evening clouds the sky, 
With cautious secrecy, Leontius, steer 
Th* appointed vessel to yon shaded bay, 
Form'd by this garden jutting on the deep 
There, with your soldiers arm'd, and sail: 
Await our coming, equally prepar'd 
For speedy flight, or obstvoate defence* I 
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Dem. Now pause, great Bassa, from the thoughts 
of blood. 
And kindly grant an ear to gentler sounds. 
If e'er thy youth has known the pangs of absence, 
Or felt th* impatience of obstructed love, 
Give me, before th' approaching hour of fate, 
Once to behold the charms of bright Aspasia, 
And draw new virtue from her heavenly tongue. 

Cali. Let prudence, ere the suit be farther urg'd, 
Impartial weigh the pleasure with the danger. 
A little longer, and she '8 thine for ever. 

Dem. Prudence and love conspire in this request, 
Lest, unacquainted with our bold attempt, 
Surprize o'erwhelm her, and retard our flight. 

Cali. What I can grant, yo\i cannot ask in vain— 

Dem. I go to wait thy call 5 this kind consent 
Completes tire gift of freedom and of life. [Exit. 

Abd. And this is my reward — to burn, to languish, 
To rave unheeded, while the happy Greek, 
The refuse of our swords, the dross of conquest, 
Throws his fond arms about Aspasia' s neck, 
Dwells on her lips, and sighs upon her breast; 
Is 't not enough he lives by our indulgence, 
But he must live to make his masters wretched ? 

Cali. What claim hast thou to plead ? 

Abd. The claim of power, 
Th* unquestion'd claim of conquerors, and kings ! % 

Cali. Yet in the use of power remember justice. 

Cali. Can then th* assassin lift his treach'rous hand 
Against his king, and cry, remember justice ? 
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Justice demands the forfeit life of Cali ; 
Justice demands that I reveal your crimes ; 
Justice demands — But see th* approaching sultan. 
Oppose my wishes, and — remember justice. 
Cali, Disorder 6its upon thy face — retire. 

{.Exit Abdall 

Mahomet enters. 

Cali. Long be the sultan bless'd with happy love) 
My zeal marks gladness dawning on thy cheek, 
With raptures such as fire the Pagan crouds. 
When pale, and anxious for their years to come, 
They see the sun surmount the dark eclipse, ^ 
And hail unanimous their conquering god. 

Mab. My vows, 'tis true, she hears with less av< 
sion, 
She sighs, she blushes, but she still denies. 

Cali. With warmer courtship press the yielding fa 
Call to your aid with boundless promises 
Each rebel wish, each traitor inclination 
That raises tumults in the female breast, 
The loye of power, of pleasure, and of show. 

Mab. These arts I try'd, and to inflame her mo 
By hateful business hurried from her sight, 
I bad a hundred virgins wait around her, 
Sooth her with all the pleasures of command, 
,/lpplaud her charms, and court her to be great. [£; 
Cali. [Solus.} He 's gone — Here rest, my soul, i 
fainting wing, 
Here recollect thy dissipated powers.—— 
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Our distant interests, and our different passions 
Now haste to mingle in one common centre, 
And fate lies crowded in a narrow space. 
Yet in that narrow space what dangers rise !— 
Far more I dread Abdalla's fiery folly, 
Than all the wisdom of the grave Divan. 
Reason with reason fights on equal terms, 
The raging madman's unconnected schemes 
We cannot obviate, for we cannot guess. 
Deep in my breast he treasured this resolve, 
When Cali mounts the throne, Abdalla dies, 
Too fierce, too faithless for negleft of trust. 

Irene and A s p a s i a enter, with Attendants . 

Ca&» Amidst the splendor of encircling beauty, 
Superior majesty proclaims the queen, 
And nature justifies our monarch's choice. 

Irene, Reserve this homage for some other fair, 
Urge me not on to glittering guilt, nor pour 
In my weak ear in' intoxicating sounds. 

Cali. Make haste, bright maid, to rule the willing 
world ; 
Aw'd by the rigour of the sultan's justice, 
We court thy gentleness. 

Asp. Can Call's voice 
Concur to press a hapless captive's ruin ? 

Cali. Long would my zeal for Mahomet and thee 
Detain me here. But nations call upon me, 
And duty bids me choose a distant walk, 
Nor taint with care the privacies of love. [Exit* 

D iij 



4* 



IRENE. A3 III 



Irene, Aspasia, and Attendants. 

Asp. If yet this shining pomp, these sudden honours, 
Swell not thy soul beyond advice or friendship, 
Not yet inspire the follies of a queen, 
Or tune thine ear to soothing adulation, 
Suspend awhile the privilege of power, 
To hear the voice of truth 5 dismiss thy train. 
Shake off th* incumbrances of state a moment, 
And lay the tow'ring sultaness aside, 

[Irene makes signs to her Attendants to retire, 

While I foretel thy fate ; that office done 

No more I boast th' ambitious name of friend, 
But sink among thy slaves without a murmur. 

Irene. Did regal diadems invest my brow, 
Yet should my soul, still faithful to her choice, 
Esteem Aspasia's breast the noblest kingdom. 

Asp. The soul once tainted with so foul a crime, 
No more shall glow with friendship's hallow *d ardour: 
Those holy beings, whose superior care 
Guides erring mortals to the paths of virtue, 
Affrighted at impiety like thine, 
Resign their charge to baseness and to ruin. 

Irene. Upbraid me not with fancy *d wickedness, 
I am not yet a queen, or an apostate. 
But should I sin beyond the hope of mercy, 
If, when religion prompts me to refuse, 
The dread of instant death restrains my tongue ? 

Asp. Reflect that life and death, affecting sounds, 
Are only varied modes of endless being j 
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Reflect that life, like ev'ry other blessing. 
Derives its value from its use alone ; 
Not for itself but for a nobler end 
Th' Eternal gave it, and that end is virtue. 
. When inconsistent with a greater good, 
Reason commands to cast the less away ; 
Thus life, with loss of wealth, is well preserv'd, 
And virtue cheaply sav'd with loss of life. 

Irene. If built on settled thought, this constancy 
Not idly flutters on a boastful tongue, 
Why, when destruction rag'd around our walls, 
Why fled this haughty heroine from the battle ? 
Why then did not this warlike Amazon 
Mix in the war, and shine among the heroes ? 

Asp, Heaven, when its hand pour'd softness on our 
limbs, 
Unfit for toil, and polish' d into weakness, 
Made passive fortitude the praise of woman : 
Our only arms are innocence and meekness. 
Not then with raving cries I filPd the city, 
But while Demetrius, dear lamented name 1 
Pour'd, storms of fire upon our fierce invaders, 
Implor'd th* eternal power to shield my country, 
With silent sorrows, and with calm devotion. 

Irene, O ! did Irene shine the queen of Turkey, 
No more should Greece lament those prayers rejected. 
Again should golden splendour grace her cities, 
Again her prostrate palaces should rise, 
Again her temples sound with holy musick : 
No more should danger fright, or want distress 
The smiling widows, and protected orphans. 
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Asp, By virtuous ends pursued by virtuous means, 
Nor think th' intention san&ifies the deed : 
That maxim published in an impious age, 
Would loose the wild enthusiast to destroy, 
And fix the fierce usurper's bloody title. 
Then bigotry might send her slaves to war, 
And bid success become the test of truth ; 
Unpi tying massacre might waste the world, 
A#4 persecution boast the call of heaven. 

Irene, Shall I not wish to cheer afflicted kings 5 , 
And plan the happiness of mourning millions ? 

Asp, Dream not of power thou never can'st attain ; 
When social laws first harmonised the world, 
Superior man possess'd the charge of rule, 
The scale of justice, and the sword of power, 
$Jor left us aught but flattery and state. 

Irene, To me my lover's fondness will restore, 
Whate'er man's pride has ravish'd from our sex. 

Asp, When soft security shall prompt the sultan, 
Freed from the tumults of unsettled conquest, 
To fix his court, and regulate his pleasures, 
Soon shall the dire seraglio's horrid gates 
Close like th' eternal bars of death upon thee"; 
Immur'd, and buried in perpetual sloth, 
That gloomy slumber of the stagnant soul j 
There shalt thou view from far the quiet cottage* 
And sigh for cheerful poverty in vain : 
There wear the tedious hours of life away, 
Beneath each curse of unrelenting heaven, 
Despair, and slav'ry, solitude, and guilt. 
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Irene . There shall we find the yet untasted bliss 
Of grandeur and tranquillity combinM. 

Asp. Tranquillity and guilt, disjoined by heaven, 
Still stretch in vain their longing arms afar 3 
Nor dare to pass th* insuperable bound. 
Ah ! let me rather seek the convent's cell 5 
There when my thoughts, at interval of prayer, 
Descend to range these mansions of misfortune, 
Oft shall I dwell on our disastrous friendship, 
And shed the pitying tear for lost Irene. 

Irene. Go, languish on in dull obscurity 5 
Thy dazzled soul, with all its boasted greatness, 
Shrinks at th* o'erpowering gleams of regal state, 
Stoops from the blaze like a degenerate eagle, 
And flies for shelter to the shades of life. 

Asp. On me, should Providence, without a crime, 
The weighty charge of royalty confer j 
Call me to civilize the Russian wilds, 
Or bid soft science polish Britain's heroes : 
Soon shouldst thou see, how false thy weak reproach. 
My bosom feels, enkindjed from the sky, 
The lambent flames of mild benevolence, 
Untouched by fierce ambition's raging fires. 

Irene. Ambition is the stamp, impressed by heaven 
To mark the noblest minds j with active heat 
Informed they mount the precipice of power, 
Grasp at command, and tower in quest of empire j 
While vulgar souls compassionate their cares, 
Gaze at their height and tremble at their danger: 
Thus meaner spirits with amazement mark 
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The varying seasons, and revolving skies, ~ 
And ask, what guilty power's rebellious hand 
Rolls with eternal toil the pond'rous orbs $ 
While some archangel, nearer to perfection, 
In easy state presides o'er all their motions, 
Directs the planets with a careless nod, 
Conduces the sun, and regulates the spheres. 

Asp, Well may'st thou hide in labyrinths of soun 
The cause that shrinks from reason's powerful voic 
Stoop from thy flight, trace back th' entangled thougl 
And set the glitt'ring fallacy to view. 
Not power I blame, but power obtain *d by crime, 
Angelic greatness is angelic virtue. 
Amidst the glare of courts, the shout of armies, 
Will not th' apostate feel the pangs of guilt, 
And wish too late for innocence and peace ? 
Curst as the tyrant of th' infernal realms, 
With gloomy state and agonizing pomp* 

Maid enters. 

Maid, A Turkish stranger, of majestic mien. 
Asks at the gate admission to Aspasia, 
Commission'd, as he says, by Cali Bassa. 

Irene. Whoe'er thou art, or whatsoe'er thy messag 

[Asia 
Thanks for this kind relief— With speed admit hii 

Asp. He comes, perhaps, to sep'rate us for ever 5 
When I am gone remember, O ! remember, 
That none are great or happy, but the virtuous. 

[Exit Iren 
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Demetrius enters. 

Dent, *Tis she — My hope, my happiness, my love ! 
Aspasia ! do I once again behold thee ? 
Still, still the same — unclouded by misfortune ! 
Let my blest eyes for ever gaze— 

Asp. Demetrius! 

Dem, Why does the blood forsake thy lovely cheek ? 
Why shoots this chillness through thy shaking nerves ? 
Why does thy soul retire into herself? 
Recline upon my breast thy sinking beauties : 

Revive — Revive to freedom and to love. 

> 

Asp. What well-known voice pronounc'd the grate- 
ful sounds, ^ 
Freedom and love ? Alas ! I *m all confusion, 
A sudden mist overcasts my darken'd soul, 
The present, past, and future swim before me, 
Lost in a wild perplexity of joy. 

Dem. Such ecstacy of love ! such pure affection* 
What worth can merit ? or what faith reward ? 

Asp. A thousand' thoughts, imperfect and distracted, 
Demand a voice, and struggle into birth j 
A thousand questions press upon my tongue, 
But all give way to rapture and Demetrius. 

Dem. O say, bright being, in this age of absence, 
What fears, what griefs, what dangers hast thou 

known ? 
Say, how the tyrant threaten'd, flattered, sigh'd, 
Say, how he threatened, flatter'd, sigh'd in vain! 
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Say, how the hand of violence was raisM 5 

Say, how thou callMst in tears upon Demetrius! 

Asp. Inform me rather, how thy happy courage 
Stemmed in the breach the deluge of destruction, 
And pass'd uninjur'd through the walks of death? 
Did savage anger, and licentious conquest, 
Behold the hero w ith Aspasia's eyes ? 
And thus protected in the general ruin, 
O, say, what guardian power conveyed thee thither. 

Dem. Such strange events, such unexpected chance: 
Beyond my warmest hope, or wildest wishes, 
Concurred to give me to Aspasia's arms, 
1 stand amaz'd, and ask, if yet I clasp thee. 

Asp, Sure heaven, for wonders are not wrought i 
vain, 
That joins us thus, will never part us more. 

Abdalla inters. 

Aid. It parts you now — The hasty sultan sign'd 
The laws unread, and flies to his Irene. 

Dem. FixM and intent on his Irene's charms, 
He envies none the converse of Aspasia. 

Abd, Aspasia's absence will inflame suspicion 5 
She cannot, must not, shall not linger here, 
Brudence and friendship bid me force her from you. 

Dem. Force her ! profane her with a touch, and die 

Abd. 'T is Greece, 't is freedom calls Aspasia hence 
Your careless love betrays your country's cause. 

Dem, If we must part— 
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slsp. No! let us die together. 

Dem, If we must part 

Abd. Dispatch j th* encreasing danger 
Will not admit a lover's long farewell, 
The long-drawn intercourse of sighs and kisses. 

Dent. Then— O, my fair, I cannot bid thee go 5 
Receive her, and protect her, gracious Heaven t 
Yet let me watch her dear departing steps, 
If fate pursues me, let it find me here. 
Reproach not, Greece, a lover's fond delays, 
Nor think thy cause neglected while I gaze : 
New force, new courage, from each glance I gain, 
And find our passions not infus'd in vain. 
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Demetrius and As p a s 1 a enter as talking. 

Aspasia. 
Enough' — resistless reason calms my soul 
Approving justice smiles upon your cause, 
And nature's rights entreat th' asserting sword. 
Yet when your hand is lifted to destroy, 
Think — but excuse a woman's needless Caution, 
Purge well thy mind from ev'ry private passion, 
Drive int'rest, love, and vengeance from thy thoughts, 
Fill all thy ardent breast with Greece and virtue j 
Then strike secure— and heaven assist the blow I 

E- 
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Dent* Thou kind assistant of my better angel, 
Propitious guide of my bewilder'd soul, 
Calm of my cares, and guardian of my virtue ! 

Asp. My soul, first kindled by thy bright examp 
To noble N thought and gen'rous emulation, 
Now but reflects those beams that flowM from thee 

Dcm. With native lustre, and unborrowed greatne 
Thou shin'st, bright maid, superior to distress 5 
Unlike the trifling race of vulgar beauties, 
Those glitt'ring dew-drops of a vernal morn, 
That spread their colours to the genial beam, 
And sparkling quiver to the breath of May 5 
Put when the tempest with sonorous wing 
Sweeps o'er the grove, forsake the lab'ring bough, 
Pispers'd in air, or mingled with the dust. 

Asp. Forbear this triumph— still new confix 
wait us, 
foes unforeseen, and dangers unsuspected. 
Oft when the fierce besiegers' eager host 
Beholds the fainting garrison retire, 
And rushes joyful to the naked wall, 
Pestru&ion flashes from th' insidious mine, 
And sweeps th' exulting conqueror away s 
Perhaps in vain the sultan's anger spar'd me, 
To find a meaner fate from treacherous friendship- 

Abdalla 

Dem. Can Abdalla then dissemble ? 
That fiery chief, renown'd for gen'rous freedom. 
For zeal unguarded, undissembled hate, 
For daring truthi and turbulence of honour ? 
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Asp. This open friend, this undesigning hero, 
iVith noisy falsehoods forc'd me from your arras, 
To shock my virtue with a tale of love. 

Dim. Did not the cause of Greece restrain my 
sword, 
\spasia should not fear a second insult* 

jisf. His pride and love by turns inspir'd his tongue* 
And intermixed my praises with his own 5 
His wealth, his rank, his honours he recounted, 
rill, in the midst of arrogance and fondness, 
Th' approaching sultan forc'd me from the palace \ 
Then, while he gaz'd upon his yielding mistress, 
[ stole unheeded from their ravish 'd eyes, 
And sought this happy grove in quest of thee. 

Dem. Soon may the final stroke decide our fate/ 
Lest baneful discord crush our infant scheme, 
And strangled freedom perish in the birth ! 

Asp. My bosom, hafrass'd with alternate passions* 
Now hopes, now fears— 

Dem. Th* anxieties of love. 

Asp. Think how the sovereign arbiter of kingdoms 
Detests thy false associates 1 black designs, 
And frowns on perjury, revenge, and murder. 
Embark'd with treason on the seas of fate, 
When heaven shall bid the swelling billows rage, 
And point vindictive lightnings at rebellion, 
Will not the patriot share the traitor's danger ? 
Oh, could thy hand, unaided, free thy country, 
Nor mingled guilt pollute the sacred cause ! 

£ ij 
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Dem. Permitted oft, though not inspired by heaven, 
Successful treasons punish impious kings. 

Asp. Nor end my terrors with the sultan's death } 
Far as futurity's untravell'd waste 
Lies open to conjecture's dubious ken, 
On ev'ry side, confusion, rage and death, 
Perhaps the phantoms of a woman's fear, 
Beset the treacherous way with fatal ambush $ 
Each Turkish bosom burns for thy destruction, 
Ambitious Cali dreads the statesman's arts. 
And hot Abdalia hates the happy lover. 

Dem. Capricious man ! to good and ill inconstant, 
Too much to fear or trust, is equal weakness. 
Sometimes the wretch, unaw'd by heaven or hell, 
With mad devotion idolizes honour. 
The Bassa, reeking with his master's murder, 
Perhaps may start at violated friendship. 

Asp. How soon, alas! will interest, fear, or envy, 
O'erthrow such weak, such accidental virtue, 
Nor built on faith, nor fbrtify'd by conscience ? 

Dem. When desp'rate ills demand a speedy cure, 
Distrust is cowardice, and prudence folly. 

Asp* Yet think a moment, ere you court destruction, 
Yfhat hapd ; when death has snatchM away Demetrius, 
Shall guard Aspasia from triumphant lust. 

Dem. Dismiss these needless fears— a troop of Greeks 
Well known, long try'd, expect us on the shore. 
Borne on the surface of the smiling deep, 
Soon shalt thou scorn, in safety's arms repos'd, 
Abdalla's rage, and Cali's spratagems. 
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Asp. Still, still distrust sits heavy on my heart. 
Will e'er an happier hour revisit Greece ? 

Dem. Should heaven yet unappeasM refuse its aid, 
Disperse our hopes, and frustrate our designs. 
Yet shall the conscience of the great attempt 
Diffuse a brightness on our future days $ 
Nor will his country's groans reproach Demetrius. 
But how canst thou support the woes of exile ? 
Canst thou forget hereditary splendours, 
To live obscure upon a foreign coast, 
Content with science, innocence, and love ? 

Asp. Nor wealth, nor titles, make Aspasia's bliss* 
Overwhelmed and lost amidst the public ruins, 
UnmovM I saw the glittering trifles perish, 
And thought the petty dross beneath a sigh. 
Cheerful I follow to the rural cell, 
Love be my wealth, and my distinction virtue. 

Dem. Submissive, and prepar'd for each event, 
Now let us wait the last award of heaven, 
Secure of happiness from flight or conquest, 
Nor fear the fair and learn'd can want protection. 
The mighty Tuscan courts the banish'd arts 
To kind Italians hospitable shades ; 
There shall soft leisure wing th' excursive soul, 
And peace propitious smile on fond desire j 
There shall despotic eloquence resume 
Her ancient empire o'er the yielding heart j 
There poetry shall tune her sacred voice, 
And wake from ignorance the western world. 

"J 
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Cali enters. 

Call. At length th' unwilling sun resigns the worl< 
To silence and to rest. The hours of darkness, 
Propitious hours to stratagem and death ? 
Pursue the last remains of ling'ring light. 

Dem. Count not these hours as parts of vulgar tim< 
Think them a sacred treasure lent by heaven, 
Which, squander 'd by neglect, or fear, or folly, 
No pray'r recal.s, no diligence redeems. 
To-morrow's dawn shall see the Turkish king 
Stretch'd in the dust, or tow'ring on his throne j 
To-morrow's dawn shall see the mighty Cali 
The sport of tyranny, or lord of nations. 

Cali* Then waste no longer these importan 
moments 
In soft endearments, and in gentle murmurs 5 
Nor Jose in love the patriot and the hero. 
Dem, 'T is love combin'd with guilt alone, tha 
melfs 
The soften'd soul to cowardice and sloth : 
Put virtuous passion prompts the great resolve, 
And fans the siumb'ring spark of heavenly fire. 
Retire, my fair j that Pow'r that smiles on goodnes 
Guide all thy steps, calm ev'ry stormy thought, 
And still thy bosom with the voice of peace! 

Asp. Soon may we meet again, jejcure and free, 
To feel no nywe the pangs of separation! [E> 

Dem. This night alone is ours — Our mighty foe 
$o longer lost in am'rous solitude, 
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Will now remount the slighted seat of empire, 
And show Irene to the shouting people : 
Aspasia left her sighing in his arms, 
And list'ning to the pleasing tale of power ; 
With soften' d voice she dropp'd the faint refusal, 
Smiling consent she sat, and blushing love. 
Colt. Now, tyrant, with satiety of beauty, 
Now feast thine eyes, thine eyes that ne'er hereafter 
Shall dart their am'rous glances at the fair, 
Or glare on £ali with malignant beams. 

Leontius ^^Abdalla enter. 

Leo. Our bark unseen has reach'd th' appointed 
bay, 
And where yon trees wave o'er the foaming surge 
Recline against the shore $ our Grecian troop 
Extends its lines along the sandy beach, 
Elate with hope, and panting for a foe. 

Abd. The fav'ring winds assist the great design, 
Sport in our sails, and murmur o'er the deep. 

Call, *T is well A single blow compleats our 
wishes : 
Return with speed, Leontius, to your -charge ; 
The Greeks, disordered by their leader's absence, 
May droop dismay'd, or kindle into madness. 

Leo. Suspected still? What villain's pois'nous 

tongue 
Pares join Leontius' name with fear or falsehood ? 
Have I for this preserv'd my guiltless bosom, 
Pure as the thoughts of infant innocence! 
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Have I for this defy'd the chiefs of Turkey, 
Intrepid in the flaming front of war? 

Cali, Hast thou not searched my soul's profou 
thoughts ? 
Is not the fate of Greece and Cali thine ? 

Leo. Why has thy choice then pointed out Leoi 
Unfit to share this night's illustrious toils ? 
To wait remote from a&ion, and from honour, 
An idle listener to the distant cries 
Of slaughtered infidels, and clash of swords ? 
Tell me the cause, that while thy name, Demetri 
Shall soar triumphant on the wings of glory, 
Despis'd and curs'd, Leontius must descend, 
Through hissing ages, a proverbial coward, 
The tale of women, and the scorn of fools > 

Dem. Can brave Leontius be the slave of gloi 
Glory, the casual gift of thoughtless crowds I 
Glory, the bribe of avaricious virtue ! 
Be but my country free, be thine the praise j 
I ask no witness, but attesting conscience, 
No records, but the records of the sky. 

Leo. Wilt thou then head the troop upon the i 
While I destroy th* oppressor of mankind ? 

Dem. What carf st thou boast superior to Deme 
Ask to whose sword the Greeks will trust their < 
My name shall echo through the shouting field 5 
Demand whose force yon Turkish heroes dread. 
The shudd'ring camp shall murmur out Demetr 

Cali. Must Greece, atill wretched by her chili 
folly, 
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For ever mourn their avarice or fa£Hons ? 
Demetrius justly pleads a double title, 
The lover's interest aids the patriot's claim. 

Leo. My pride shall ne'er protraft my country's 
woes ; 
Succeed, my friend, unenvied by Leontius. 

Dem. I feel new spirit shoot along my nerves, 
My soul expands to meet approaching freedom • 
Now hover o'er us with propitious wings, 
Ye sacred shades of patriots and of martyrs ! 
All ye, whose blood tyrannic rage erTus'd, 
Or prosecution drank, attend our call $ 
And from the mansions of perpetual peace 
Descend, to sweeten labours once your own ! 

Cali. Go then, and with united eloquence 
Confirm your troops j and when the moon's fair beam 
Plays on the qui v' ring waves* to guide pur flight, 
Return, Demetrius, and be free for ever. 

[Exeunt Dem» and Leon. 

Abdalla enters. 

Abd. How the new monarch, swell'd with airy rule, % 
Looks down, contemptuous, from his fancy'd height* 
And utters fate, unmindful of Abdalla ! 

Cali. Far be such black ingratitude from Cali 5 
When Asia's nations own me for their lord, 
Wealth, and command, and grandeur shall be thine, 

Abd. Is this the recompence reserv'd for me ? 
Dar'st thou thiijfrdally with Abdalla's passion ? 

„ v. 

Henceforward li&pe no more m.y slighted friendship] 
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Wake from thy dream of power to death and tortures, 
And bid thy visionary throne farewell. 

Colt. Name, and enjoy thy wish 

Abd. I need not name it $ 
Aspasia's lovers know but one desire. 
Nor hope, nor wish, nor live but for Aspasia. 

Cali. That fatal beauty, plighted to Demetrius, 
Heaven makes not mine to give. 

Abd, Nor to deny, 

Cali. Obtain her and] possess, thou know'st thy 
rival. 

Abd. Too well I know him, since on Thracia's 
plains 
I felt the force of his tempestuous arm, 
And saw my scattered squadrons fly before him. 
Nor will I trust the uncertain chance of combat \ 
The rights of princes let the sword decide, 
The petty claims of empire and of honour : 
Revenge and subtle jealousy shall teach 
A surer passage to his hated heart. 

CalL O, spare the gallant Greek $ in him we lose 
The politician's arts, and hero's flame. 

Abd. When next we meet, before we storm the 
palace, 
The bowl shall circle to confirm our league, 
Then shall these juices taint Demetrius* draught, 

[She c wing a pbial. 
And stream destructive through his freezing veins : 
Thus shall he live to strike th* important blow, 
And perish ere he tastes the joys of conquest. 



ASt IV. IRENE. 59 

Mahomet and Mustapha enter. 

Mab. Henceforth for ever happy be this day, 
Sacred to love, to pleasure, and Irene : 
The matchless fair has bless'd me with compliance 3 
Let every tongue resound Irene's praise, 
And spread the general transport through mankind. 

Cali. Blest prince, for whom indulgent heaven 
ordains 
At once the joys of paradise and empire, 
Now join thy people's, and thy Cali's prayers, 
Suspend thy passage to the seats of bliss, 
Nor wish for houries in Irene's arms. 

Mab. Forbear — I know the long-tried faith of Cali. 

Cali. O ! could the eyes of kings, like those of 
Heaven, 
Search to the dark recesses of the soul, 
Oft would they find ingratitude and treason, 
By smiles, and oaths, and praises, ill disguis'd. 
How rarely would they meet, in crouded courts, 
Fidelity so firm, so pure, as mine ! 

Mus. Yet ere we give our loosen'd thoughts to 
rapture, 
Let prudence obviate an impending danger 5 
Tainted by sloth, the parent of sedition, 
The hungry janizary burns for plunder, 
And growls in private o'er his idle sabre. 

Mab. To still their murmurs, ere the twentieth sua 
Shall shed his beams upon the bridal bed, 
J rouse to war, and conquer for Irene. 
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Mah. Her sons malicious clemency shall spa 
To form new legends, san&ify new crimes, 
To canonize the slaves of superstition, 
And fill the world with follies and impostures, 
i i j; Till angry Heaven shall mark them out fbr rui 

h And war o'erwhelm them in their dream of vi 

O could her fabled saints, and boasted prayers 
Call forth her antient heroes to the field, 
\ f. | :1 How should I joy, 'midst the fierce shock of n: 

! ■ rfSj i ;■ To cross the tow'rings of an equal soul, 

J;! ' And bid the master genius rule the world. 

• j j) | ;J, Abdalla, Cali, go— proclaim my purpose. 

i ! I I [Exeunt Cali and I 

I" ;i i ■■■ ■ Mah. Still Cali lives : and must he live to-m 

[i (; :| Thit fawning villain's forc'd congratulations 

1 1 l j j j! Will cloud my triumphs, and pollute the day. 

If t , Mus. With cautious vigilance, at my comm 

j|!j ! \ Two faithful captains, Hasan and Caraza, 

Pursue him through his labyrinths of treason, 



mi 
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Mab. [Solus.] Whomever the hope, still blasted, 
still renew'd, 
Of happiness, lures on from toil to toil, 
Remember Mahomet, and cease thy labour. 
Behold him here, in love, in war successful, ' 
Behold him wretched in his double triumph 5 
His favorite faithless, and his mistress base. 
Ambition only gave her to my arms, 
By reason not convinced, nor won by love. 
Ambition was her crime, but meaner folly 
Dooms me to loath at once, and doat on falsehood, 
And idolize th* apostate I contemn. 
If thou art more than the gay dream of fancy, 
More than a pleasing sound without a meaning, 
O happiness ! sure thou art all Aspasia's. 

Mustapha, Hasan, and Qar at. a enter. 

Mab. Caraza, speak — have ye remarked the Bassa ? 
Car. Close, as we might unseen, we watch'd his 
steps ; 
k His air disorder'd, and his gait unequal, 
Betray'd the wild emotions of his mind. 
Sudden be stops, and inward turns his eyes, 
Absorb'd in thought $ then starting from his trance, 
Constrains a sullen smile, and shoots away# 
With him Abdaila we beheld 
Mus. Abdaila ! 

Mab. He wears of late resentment on his brow, 
Deny'd the government of Servia's province, 
. Car. We mark'd him storming in excess of fury, 

F 
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And heard, within the thicket that concealed us, 
An undistinguished sound of threatening rage. 

Mas. How guilt once harbour'd in the conscious] 
breast, 
Intimidates the brave, degrades the great ! 
See Cali, dread of kings, and pride of armies, 
By treason levell'd with the dregs of men ! 
Ere guilty fear depressed the hoary chief, 
An angry murmur, a rebellious frown, 
Had stretchM the fiery boaster in the grave. 

Mob. Shall monarchs fear to draw the sword of 
justice, 
Aw*d by the croud, and by their slaves restrained ? 
Seize him this night, and through the private passage 
Convey him to the prison's inmost depths, 
Reserved to all the pangs of tedious death. 

[Exeunt Mahomet and Mustapha. 

Hasan. Shall then the Greeks, unpunished 
concealed, 
Contrive perhaps the ruin of our empire, 
League with our chiefs, and propagate sedition? 

Car. Whatever their scheme, the Bassa's death de- 
feats it, 
And gratitude's strong ties restrain my tongue. 

Hasan. What ties to slaves ? what gratitude to foes! 

Car. In that black day when slaughtered thousands 
fell 
Around these fatal walls, the tide of war 
Bore me victorious onward, where Demetrius | 

Tore unresisted from the giant hand 
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stem Sebalias the triumphant crescent, 
d dash'd the might of Asem from the ramparts, 
here I became, nor blush to make it known, 

e captive of his sword. The coward Greeks, 
nrag'd by wrongs, exulting with success, 

M me to die with all the Turkish captains j 
ut brave Demetrius scorn' d the mean revenge, 
gave me life- 



Hasan. Do thou repay the gift, 
test unrewarded mercy lose its charms, 
tfrofuse of wealth, or bounteous of success, 
|When Heaven bestows the privilege to bless ; 
it no weak doubt the gen'rous hand restrain, 
when was power beneficent in vain ? 
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these dark moments of suspended fate, 
ille yet the future fortune of my country 
in the womb of Providence concealed, 
id anxious angels wait the mighty birth ; 

tnt thy sacred influence, powerful virtue ! 
Mention rise, survey the fair creation, 
*H1, conscious of th' incircling deity, 
iyond the mists of care thy pinion towers. 
This calm, these joys, dear Innocence ! are thine ; 
Joys ill exchanged for gold, and pride, and empire. 

F ij 
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Irene and Attendants enter* 

Irene. See how the moon through all th* uncloudc 

sky, 
Spreads her mild radiance, and descending dews 
Revive the languid flowers ; thus Nature shone 
New from the maker's hand, and fair array'd 
In the bright colours of primaeval spring ; 
When purity, while fraud was yet unknown, 
Play'd fearless in th' in violated shades. 
This elemental joy, this gen'ral calm, 
Is sure the smile of unoffended Heaven. 
Yet ! why 

Maid. Behold, within th* embow'ring grove 
Aspasia stands 

Irene. With melancholy mien, 
Pensive, and envious of Irene's greatness. 
Steal unperceiv'd upon her meditations 
But see, the lofty maid, at our approach, 
Resumes th' imperious air of haughty virtue. 
Are these th' unceasing joys, th' unmingled pleasur 

[To Aspasi 
For which Aspasia scorn'd the Turkish crown ? 
Is this th' unshaken confidence in Heaven ? 
Js this the boasted bliss of conscious virtue > 
When did content sigh out her cares in secret ? 
When did felicity repine in desarts ? 

Asp. Ill suits with guilt the gaieties of triumph j- 
Whcft daring vice, insults eternal justice. 
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The ministers of wrath forget compassion, 
And snatch the flaming bolt with hasty hand. 

Irene. Forbear thy threats, proud prophetess of ill, 
Vers'd in the secret counsels of the sky. 

Asp. Forbear— -but thou art sunk beneath reproach ; 
In vain afFefted raptures flush the cheek, 
And songs of pleasure warble from the tongue, 
'When fear and anguish labour in the breast, 
And all within is darkness and confusion j 
Thus on deceitful Etna's flowery side, 
Unfading verdure glads the roving eye, 
While secret flames, with unextinguished rage, 
Insatiate on her wasted entrails prey, 
And melt her treacherous beauties into ruin. 

Demetrius enters. 

Dent. Fly, fly, my love, destruction rushes on us* 
The rack expects us, and the sword pursues. 

Asp. Is Greece delivered ? is the tyrant fall'n ? 

Dent. Greece is no more, the prosperous tyrant lives, 
Reserved, for other lands, the scourge of Heaven. 

Asp. Say, by what fraud, what force were you de- 
feated ? 
Betray' d by falsehood, or by crouds overborn ? 

Dm. The pressing exigence forbids relation. 
Abdalla 

Asp. Hated name ! his jealous rage 
Broke out in perfidy— Oh, curs'd Aspasia, 
Born to compleat the ruin of her country ; 
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Hide me ; oh, hide me from upbraiding Greece, 
Oh, hide me from myself I • a 

Dem. Be fruitless grief 
The doom of guilt alone, nor dare to seize 
The breast where virtue guards the throne of peace. 
Devolve, dear maid, thy sorrows on the wretch, 
Whose fear, or rage, or treachery betrayed us, 

Irene. [Aside.} A private station may discover 
more ; 
Then let me rid them of Irene's presence : 
Proceed, and give a loose to love and treason. 

[Withdraws. 

Asp. Yet till. 

Dem. To tell, or hear, were waste of life. 

Asf. The life, which only this design supported, 
Were now well lost, in hearing how you fail'd. 

Dem. Or meanly fraudulent, or madly gay, 
Abdalla, while we waited near the palace. 
With ill-tim'd mirth proposed the bowl of love. 
Just as it reach 'd my lips, a sudden cry 
Urg'd me to dash it to the ground untouch'd, 
And seize my sword with disencumbered hand. 

Asp, What cry? The stratagem ? Did then Ab- 
dalla? 

Dem. At once a thousand passions fir'd his cheek : 
Then all is past, he cried — and darted from us $ 
Nor at the call of Cali deign'd to turn. 

Asp. Why did you stay, deserted and betrayed ? 
What more could krce attempt, or art contrive ? 

Dem. Amazement seiz'd us, and the hoary Bassa 
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Stood torpid in suspence; but soon Abdalla 
Returned with force that made resistance vain, 
And bade his new confederates seize the traitors. 
Cali, disarmed, was born away to death ; 
Myself escap'd, or favoured or neglected. 
Asp, O Greece I renowned for science and for 

wealth, 
Behold thy boasted honours snatch'd away ! 

Dem, Though disappointment blast our general 

scheme, 
Yet much remains to hope. I shall not call 
The day disastrous that Secures our flight $ 
Nor think that effort lost which rescues thee. 

Abdalla enters, 

Abd. At length the prize is mine — The haughty 
maid, 
That bears the fate of empires in her air, 
Henceforth shall live for me ; for me alone 
Shall plume her charms, and, with attentive watch, 
Steal from Abdalla* s eye the sign to smile. 

Dem. Cease this wild roar of savage exultation j 
Advance, and perish in the frantic boast. 

Asp. Forbear, Demetrius, *t is Aspasia calls thee 5 
Thy love, Aspasia, calls j restrain thy sword ; 
Nor rush on useless wounds with idle courage. 

Dem. What now remains ? 

Asp. It now remains to fly ! 

Dem, Shall then the savage live, to boast his insult ? 
Tell how Demetrius shunn'd his single hand, 
And stole his life and mistress from his sabve, ? 
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Jhd. Infatuate loiterer, has fate, in vain, 
Unclasp'd his iron gripe to set thee free ? 
Still dost thou flutter in the jaws of death ; 
Snar'd with thy fears, and maz'd in stupefaction ? 

Dent. Forgive, my fair, 't is life, 't is nature calls. 
Now, traitor, feel the fear that chills my hand. 

Asp. *T is madness to provoke superfluous danger, 
And cowardice to dread the boast of folly. 

Abd. Fly, wretch, while yet my pity grants thee 
flight; 
The power of Turkey waits upon my call. 
Leave but this maid, resign a hopeless claim, 
And drag away thy life in scorn and safety, 
Thy life, too mean a prey to lure Abdalla. 

Dem. Once more I dare thy sword ; behold the prize, 
Behold I quit her to the chance of battle. 

[Quitting Aspasia.' 

Abd. Well may'st thou call thy master to the combat, 
And try the hazard, that hast nought to stake $ 
Alike my death or thine is gain to thee ; 
But soon thou shalt repent : another moment 
Shall throw th' attending Janizaries round thee. 

[Exit hastily, 

Irene. Abdalla fails, now fortune all is mine. 

[Aside. 
Haste, Murza, to the palace, let the sultan 

[To one of her Attendants* 
Dispatch his guards to stop the flying traitors, 
While I protract their stay. Be swift and faithful. 

[Exit Murza. 
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This lucky stratagem shall chann the sultan, [Aside. 
Secure his confidence and fix his love. 

Dem. Behold a boaster's worth 1 Now snatch, my 
fair, 
The happy moment, hasten to the shore, 
Ere he return with thousands at his side. 

Asp. In vain I listen to th* inviting call 
Of freedom and of love : my trembling joints, 
Relaxed with fear, refuse to bear me forward. 
r ^part, Demetrius, lest my fate involve thee $ 
Forsake a wretch abandoned to despair, 
To share the miseries herself has caus'd. 

Dem. Let us not struggle with th* eternal will, 
Nor languish o'er irreparable ruins 5 
Come, haste, and liver— Thy innocence and truth 
Shall bless our wanderings, and propitiate Heaven. 

Irene. Press not her flight, while yet her feeble 
nerves 
Refuse their office, and uncertain life 
Still labours with imaginary woe j ' 

Here let me tend her with officious care, 
Watch each unquiet flutter of the breast, 
And joy to feel the vital warmth return, 
To see the cloud forsake her kindling cheek, 
And hail the rosy dawn of rising health. 

jisp. Oh ! rather scornful of flagitious greatness, 
Resolve to share our dangers and our toils, 
Companion of our flight, illustrious exile, 
JLeave slav'ry, guilt, and infamy behind. 

Irene. My soul attends thy voice, and banislrd 
virtue 
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Striven to regain her empire of the mind t 
Assist her efforts with- thy strong persuasion ; 
Sure 't is the happy hour ordain' d above, 
When vanquished vice shall tyrannize no more. 

Dem, Remember, peace and anguish are before thee, 
And honour and reproach, and heaven and hell. 

Asp. Content with freedom, and precarious great- 
ness. 

Dem. Now make thy choice, while yet the power of 
choice ?i J 

Kind Heaven affords thee, and inviting mercy 
Holds out her hand to lead thee back to truth. 

Irene, Stay— in this dubious twilight of conviction. 
The gleams of reason, and the clouds of passion, 
Irradiate and obscure my breast by turns : 
Stay but a moment, and prevailing truth 
Will spread resistless light upon my soul. 

Dem, But since none knows the danger of a mo- 
ment, 
And Heaven forbids to lavish life away, 
Let kind compulsion terminate the contest. 

[Seizing her band. 
Ye Christian captives, follow me to freedom : 
A galley waits us, and the winds invite. 

Irene, Whence is this violence ? 

Dem, Your calmer thought 
Will teach a gentler term. 

Irene. Forbear this rudeness, 
And learn the reverence due to Turkey's queen : 
Fly, slaves, and call the sultan to my rescue. 
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Dem, Farewell, unhappy maid : may ev'ry joy 
Be thine, that wealth can give, 'or guilt receive ! 

Asp, And when, contemptuous of imperial power, 
Disease shall chase the phantoms of ambition, 
May penitence attend thy mournful bed, 
And wing thy latest pray'r to pitying Heaven ! 

[Exeunt Demetrius £»</Aspasia, imthpart 
of the Attendants, 
Irene walks at a distance from her Attendants. 

After a pause. 
Against the head which innocence secures, 
Insidious malice aims her darts in vain ; 
Turn'd backwards by the powerful breath of Heaven, 
Perhaps ev'n now the lovers unpursu'd, 
Bound o'er the sparkling waves. Go, happy bark, 
Thy sacred freight shall still the raging main. 
To guide thy passage shall th' aerial spirits 
Fill all the starry lamps with double blaze ; 
Th* applauding sky shall pour forth all its beams 
To grace the triumph of victorious virtue. 
While I, not yet familiar to my crimes, 
Recoil from thought, and shudder at myself. 
How am I chang'd ! How lately did Irene 
Fly from the busy pleasures of her sex, 
Well pleas'd to search the treasures of remembrance, 
And live her guiltless moments o'er anew ! 
Come, let us seek new pleasures in the pa&ce, 

[ To her Attendant s> going off. 
Till soft fatigue invite us to repose. 
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Mv statu a enters, meeting, and stopping her. 

Mus. Fair falshood, stay. 

Irene. What dream of sudden power 
Has taught my slave the language of command ? 
Henceforth be wise, nor hope a second pardon. 

Mus. Who calls for pardon from a wretch con- 
demnM ? 

Irene. Thy look, thy speech, thy aclion, all is wild- 
ness 
Who charges guilt on me ? 

Mus. Who charges guilt ! 
Ask of thy heart ; attend the voice of conscience— 
Who charges guilt ! lay by this proud resentment 
That fires thy cheek, and elevates thy mien, 
Nor thus usurp the dignity of virtue. 
Review this day. 

Irene. Whate'er thy accusation, 
The sultan is my judge. 

Mus. That hope is past 5 
Hard was the strife of justice and of love ; 
But now *t is o'er, and justice has prevailed . 
Know'st thou not Cali ? know'st thou not Demetrius? 

Irene . Bold slave, I know them both — I know them 
traitors. 

Mus. Perfidious 1 — yes — too well thou know'st them 
traitors. 

Irene . Their treason throws no stain upon Irene. 
This day has provM my fondness for the sultan $ 
He knew Irene's truth. 
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Mus. The sultan knows it, 
He knows how near apostacy to treason— 
But *t is not mine to judge— I scorn and leave thee. 
I go, lest vengeance urge my hand to blood, 
To blood, too mean to stain a soldier's sabre. [Exit. 

Irene, [To her Attendants.] Go, blust'ring slave. — 
He has not heard of Murza. 
That dext'rous message frees me from suspicion. 

Hasan and Car az a enter, <witb Mutes, <wb$ throw 
the Black Kobe upon Irene, and make signs to her At- 
tendants to withdraw* 

Hasan* Forgive, fair excellence, th' unwilling 
tongue, 
The tongue, thar, forc'd by strong necessity, 
Bids beauty, such as thine, prepare to die. 

Irene. What wild mistake is this ? Take hence with 
speed 
Your robe of mourning, and your dogs of death. 
Quick from my sight, you inauspicious monsters, 
Nor dare henceforth to shock Irene's walks. 

Hasan. Alas 1 they come, commanded by the sultan, 
TIT unpi tying ministers of Turkish justice, 
Nor dare to spare the life his frown condemns. 

Irene. Are these the rapid thunderbolts of war, 
That pour with sudden violence on kingdoms, 
And spread their flames resistless o'er the world ? 
What sleepy charms benumb these active heroes, 
Depress their spirits, and retard their speed ? 
Beyond the fear of ling'ring punishment. 

G 
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Aspasia now, within her lover's arms, 
Securely sleeps, and, in delightful dreams, 
Smiles at the threat'nings of defeated rage. 

Car. We come, bright virgin, though relenting 
nature, 
Shrinks at ihe*hated task, for thy destruction ; 
When, summon'd by the sultan's clamorous fury, 
We ask'd, with tim'rous tongue, th' offender's name, 
He struck his tortur'd breast, and roar'd, Irene : 
We started at the sound, again enquir'd, 
Again his thund'ring voice return'd, Irene. 

Irene. Whence is this rage ? what barb'rous tongue 
has wrong' d me ? 
What fraud misleads him ? or what crimes incense ? 

Hasan. Expiring Cali nam'd Irene's chamber, 
The place appointed for his master's death. 

Irene. Irene's chamber ! From my faithful bosom 
Far be the thought — But hear my protestation. 

Car. 'T is ours, alas! to punish, not t6 judge $ 
Not call'd to try the cause, we heard the sentence, 
Ordain'd the mournful messengers of death. 

Irene. Some ill designing statesman's base intrigue 
Some cruel stratagem of jealous beauty ! 
Perhaps yourselves the villains that defame me, 
Now haste to murder, ere returning thought 

Recall th' extorted doom. It must be so, 

Confess your crime, or lead me to the sultan, 
There dauntless truth shall blast the vile accuser, 
Then shall you feel what language cannot utter, 
Each piercing torture, every change of pain, 
That vengeance can. invent, or power inflict. 



ActV. , IRENE. j$ 

Abdalla enters ; be stops short and listens. 

Abd. [Aside."] All is not lost, Abdalla, see the 
queen, 
See the last witness of thy guilt and fear, 
Enrob'd in death — Dispatch her, and be great. 

Car, Unhappy fair ! compassion calls upon me 
To check this torrent of imperious rage, 
While unavailing anger crouds thy tongue 
With idle threats and fruitless exclamation, 
The fraudful moments ply their silent wings, 
And steal thy life away. Death's horrid angel 
Already shakes his bloody sabre o'er thee. 
The raging sultan burns till our return, 
Curses the dull delays of lingering mercy, 
And thinks his fatal mandates ill obey'd. 

Abd, Is then your sov'reign's life so cheaply rated, 
That thus you parly with detected treason ? 
Should she prevail to gain the sultan's presence, 
Soon might her tears engage a lover's credit ; 
Perhaps her malice might transfer the charge, 
Perhaps her pois'nous tongue might blast Abdalla. 
Irene. O, let me but be heard, nor fear from mc 
Or flights of power, or projects of ambition. 
My hopes, my wishes, terminate in life, 
A little life for grief, and for repentance. 

Abd. I mark'd her wily messenger afar, 
And saw him skulking in the closest walks : 
I guess'd her dark designs, and warn'd the sultan, 
And bring her former sentence new confirm' d. 

G y 
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Hasan, Then call it not our cruelty, nor crime, 
Deem us not deaf to woe, nor blind to beauty, 
That thus constrained we speed the stroke of death. 

[Beckons the Mutes, 

Irene, O name not death 1 Distraction and amaze- 
ment, 
Horror and agony, are in that sound I 
Let me but live, heap woes on woes upon me, 
Hide me with murd'rers in the dungeon's gloom, 
Send me to wander on some pathless shore, 
Let shame and hooting infamy pursue me, 
Let slav'ry harrass, and let hunger gripe. 

Car, Could we reverse the sentence of the sultan, 
Our pleading bosoms plead Irene's cause. 
But cries and tears are vain, prepare with patience 
To meet that fate we can delay no longer. 

[The Mutes at the sign lay bold of her, 

Abd, Dispatch, ye lingering slaves, or nimbler hands 
Quick at my call shall execute your charge $ 
Dispatch, and learn a fitter time for pity. 

Irene. Grant me one hour j O, grant me but a mo- 
ment, 
And bounteous Heaven repay the mighty mercy 
With peaceful deatl), and happiness eternal. 

Car, The prayer I cannot grant 1 dare not hear. 

Short be thy pains. [Signs again to the Mutes. 

Irene, Unutterable anguish I 
Guilt and despair ! pale speclres, grin around me, 
And stun me with the yellings of damnation I 
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O, hear my prayers ! accept, all-pitying Heaven, 
These tears, these pangs, these last remains of life, 
Nor let the crimes of this detested day 
Be charged upon my soul. O, mercy 1 mercy 1 

{Mutes force her out 
Abd. [Aside.] Safe in her death, and in Demetrius* 
flight, 
Abdalla, bid thy troubled breast be calm ; 
Now shalt thou shine the darling of the sultan. 
The plot all Cali's, the detection thine. 

Hasan. [To Car.] Does not thy bosom, for I know 
thee tender, 
A stranger to th' oppressor's savage joy, 
Melt at Irene's fate, and share her woes ? 

Car. Her piercing cries yet All the loaded air, 
Dwell on my ear, and sadden all my soul ; 
But let us try to clear our clouded brows, 
And tell the horrid tale with cheerful face $ 
The stormy sultan rages at our stay. 

Abd. Frame your report with circumspective art, 
Inflame her crimes, exalt your own obedience, 
But let no thoughtless hint involve Abdalla. 

Car. What need of caution to report the fate 
Of her the sultan's voice condemned to die ? 
Or why should he, whose violence of duty 
Has serv'd his prince so well, demand our silence ? 
Abd. Perhaps my zeal too fierce betray'd my pru<-. 
dence ; 
Perhaps my warmth exceeded my commission j 

G iij 
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Perhaps I will not stoop to plead my cause $ 
Or argue with the slave that sav'd Demetrius. 

Car. From his escape learn thou the power of 
virtue, 
Nor hope his fortune while thou want'st his worth. 

Hasan, The sultan comes, still gloomy, still enrag'd. 

Mahomet ^Mustafma ^^r. 

Mab. Where's this fair trait'ress ? Where's this 
smiling mischief? 
Whom neither vows could fix, nor favours bind ? .. 

Hasan. Thine orders, mighty sultan 1 are perform'd, 
And all Irene now is breathless clay. 

Mah. Your hasty zeal defrauds the claim of Justice, 
And disappointed vengeance burns in vain $ 
I came to heighten tortures by reproach, 
And add new terrors to the face of death. 
Was this the maid whose love I bought with empire ? 
True, she was fair 5 the smile of innocence 
Play'd on her cheek — So shone the first apostate 
Irene's chamber ! Did not roaring Cali, 
Just as the rack fore'd out his struggling soul, 
Name for the scene of death Irene's chamber? 

Mus. His breath prolong'd but to detect her treason, 
Then in short sighs forsook his broken frame. 

Mabi Decreed to perish in Irene's chamber ! 
There had she lull'd me with endearing falsehoods, 
Clasp'd in her arms, or slumb'ring on her breast, 
And bar'd my bosom to the ruffian's dagger. 
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Murza enters* 

irza. Forgive, great sultan I that by fat; pre« 

vented, 
ig a tardy message from Irene. 
ib. Some artful wile of counterfeited love! 
soft decoy to lure me to destru£tion ! 
thou, the curs'd accomplice of her treason, 
ire thy message, and expecl thy doom. 
rza. The Queen requested, that a chosen troop 
t intercept the traitor Greek, Demetrius, 
, ling'ring with his captive mistress here. 
s. The Greek, Demetrius! whom th' expiring 

Bassa 
r'd the chief associate of his guilt. 
b. A chosen troop — to intercept — Demetrius— 
jueen requested— Wretch, repeat the message j 
f one varied accent prove thy falsehood, 
t one moment's pause betray confusion, 

j trembling limbs Speak out, thou shivering 

traitor. 
"za. The queen requested— 
b* Who ? the dead Irene ? 
he then guiltless ! Has my thoughtless rage 
»y'd the fairest workmanship of Heaven r 
'd her to death unpity'd and unhearjl, 
it her kind solicitudes for me ? 
vcs of cruelty, ye tools of rage, 

[To Hasan and Caraza, 
nd officious ministers of folly, 



tO IRENE. AaV. 

Could not her prayers, her innocence, and tears, 
Suspend the dreadful sentence for an hour ? 
One hour had freed me from the fatal error, 
One hour had sav'd me from despair and madness. 

Cor. Your fierce impatience forc'd us from your 
presence, 
Urg'd us to speed, and bad us banish pit)-, 
Nor trust our passions with her fatal charms. 

Mah. What hadst thou lost by slighting those com* 
mands ? 
Thy life perhaps— Were but Irene spar'd, 
Well if a thousand lives like thine had perish'd ; 
Such beauty, sweetness, love, were cheaply bought, 
With half the grov'ling slaves that load the globe. 

Mus. Great is thy woe 1 but think, illustrious sultan, 
Such ills are sent for souls like thine to conquer. 
Shake off this weight of unavailing grief, 
Rush to the war, display thy dreadful banners, 
And lead thy troops victorious round the world. 

Mab. Robb'd of the maid with whom I wxsh'd to 
triumph, 
No more I burn for fame or for dominion 5 
Success and conquest now are empty sounds 5 
Remorse and anguish seize on" all my breast 5 
Those groves, whose shades embower'd the dear Irene, 
Heard her last cries, and fann'd her dying beauties, 
Shall hide me from the tasteless world for ever. 

[Mahomet goes back, and returns. 
Yet ere I cjuit the sceptre of dominion, 
Let one just aft conclude the hateful day : 



AR r, IRENE. %i 

Hew down, ye guards, those vassals of distraction, 

[Pointing to Hasan and Caraza. 
Those hounds of blood, that catch the hint to kill, 
Bear oft* with eager haste th' unfinished sentence, 
And speed the stroke, lest mercy should o'ertake them. 

Car. Then hear, great Mahomet, the voice of truth. 

Mob, Hear ! shall I hear thee ? didst thou hear 
Irene ? / 

Car. Hear but a moment. 

Mob. Hadst thou heard a moment, 
Thou might'st have liv'd, for thou had'st spar'd Irene. 

Car. I heard her, pitied her, and wish'd to save her. 

Mab. And wish'd — Be still thy fate to wish in vain. 

Car. I heard, and softened, till Abdalla brought 
Her final doom, and hurried her destruction. 

Mab. Abdalla brought her doom! Abdalla brought 
it! 
The wretch, whose guilt declar'd by tortured Call, 
My rage and grief had hid from my remembrance, 
Abdalla brought her doom ! 

Hasan. Abdalla brought it, 
While she yet begg'd to plea'd her cause before tjiee. 

Mab. Q seize me, madness — Did she call on me ? 
I feel, I see the ruffian's barbVous rage. 
He seiz'd her melting in the fond appeal, 
And stopped the heavenly voice that caird on me. 
My spirits fail, awhile support me, vengeance- 
Be just, ye slaves, and, to be just, be cruel; 
Contrive new racks, imbjtter every pang, 



Ss IRENE. Ad r. 

Inflift whatever treason can deserve, 

Which murder'd innocence that call'd on me. 

[Exit Mahomet. Abdaila is dragged off. 

Murza enters. 

Mus. [To Murza.] What plagues, what tortures 
are in store for thee, 
Thou sluggish idler, dilatory slave ? 
Behold the model of consummate beauty, 
Torn from the mourning earth by thy neglelt. 

Munut. Such was the will of heaven — A band of 
Greeks 
That mark'd my course, suspicious of my purpose, 
Rush'd out and seiz'd me, thoughtless and unarrrfd, 
Breathless, amaz'd, and on the guarded beach 
Detained me till Demetrius set me free. 

Mus. So sure the fall of greatness rais'd on crimes, 
So nVd the justice of all-conscious heaven. 
When haaghty guilt exults with impious joy, 
Mistake shall blast, or accident destroy ; 
Weak man with erring rage may throw the dart, 
But Heaven shall guide it to the guilty heart. 



EPILOGUE. 



MARRY a Turk ! a haughty, tyrant king* 

Who thinks us women born to dress and sing 

To please bis fancy see no -other man 

Let him persuade me to it i f be can : 
Besides, be has fifty 'wives 5 and who can bear 
To have the fiftieth part her paltry share f 

"Tis true, the fellow's handsome, strait and tall 5 
But bow the devil should be please us all ? 
My swain is little — true — but be it known, 
My pride *s to have that little all my own. 
Men villi be ever to their errors blind, 
Where woman's not allow' 'd to speak her mind j 
/ swear this eastern pageantry is nonsense, 
And for one man— -one wife y s enough in conscience. 

In vain proud man usurps whafs 'woman's due 5 
For us alone, they honour's paths pursue : 
Inspired by us, they glory" s heights ascend 5 
Woman the source, the objecl, and the end* 
Though wealth, and power, and glory they receive, 
These all are trifles, to what we can give^ 



EPILOGUE. 



For us the statesman labour s> beroJigbtSy 
Bears toilsome days, and wakes long tedious nights 5 
And when blest peace has silenced e war % s alarms, 
Receives bis full reward in beaut fs arms. 




THE END. 
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